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"U OSCIUS dcccas'd, each high afplfing PlayV 
-*'^ Pulh'd all his int'rcft for the vacant chair. 
The bulkin'd Heroes of the mimic Aage 
No longer whine in love, and rant in rage; 
The monarch quits his throne, and condefcends 
Humbly to court the favour of his friends -, 
For pity*s fake tells undcferv'd mifliaps. 
And, their applaufe to gain, recounts his daps. 
Thus tlie vi<florious chiefs of ancient Rome, 
To win the mob, a fuppliant^s form afTume, 
Vol.. I. B 
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In pompou* (h^n fight o'er th-' extinguifti'd war^ 

And Ihew where honour bled in ev'ry fear. 

But though bare Merit might in Rome appear 
The ftrongeft plea for favour, 'tis not here; 
Wt form our judgment in another way ; 
And they will bcft fucceed, who beft can pay : 
Thofc, who would gain tlie votes of Britifli tribes, 
Muft add to force of Merit, force of bribes. 

^ What can an aftor give? in ev'ry age 

Cafli hath been rudely banifli'd from the ftage ; 

Monarchs themfelves, to grief of ev'ry play'r. 

Appear as often as their image there : 

They can't, like candidate for other feat, 

Pour fqas of wine, and mountains raife of meat. 

Wine ! they could bribe you with the world as foon» 

And of roaft beef, they only know the tune : 

But what they have they give; could Clive do more^ 

Though for each million he had brought home four i 

SHUTEa keeps open houfe at Southwark fair, 
And hopes the friends of humour will be there ; 
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In Sinithfidd, Yates prepares the rival treat 
For thofe who laughter love, inflead of meat } 
FooTE, at Old Houfe, for even Foote will be^ 
In felf-conceit, an a£tor, bribes with tea ; 
Which Wilkinson at fecond-hand receives. 
And at the New, pours water on the leaves, 

The town divided, each runs fev'ral ways, 
As paflion, humour, int'teft, party fways. 
Things of no moment, colour of the hair. 
Shape of a leg, complexion brown or.fiiir, 
A drefs well chofen, or a patch mifplac'd. 
Conciliate £ivour, or create diftaflie. 

From galleries loud peals of laughter roll. 
And thunder Shutbr's praifes, — he's fo drott^ 
Embox'dj the ladies muft have fomething finart^ 
Palmeu ! Oh ! Palmer tops the janty part. 
Seated in pit, the dwarf, with aching eyes. 
Looks iq>, and vows that Barry's out of iize^ 
Whilft to fix feet the vig'rous ftripling grown. 
Declares that Garrick is another Coak« 

B at When 
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When place of judgment is by whim fupply'd. 
And our opinions have their rife in pride ; 
When, in difcouriing on each mimic elf^ 
We praife and cenfure with an eye to felf ; 
AH muft meet friends, and Ackman bids as fiur 
In fuch a courts as Garrick, for the chau:. 

At length agreed, all fquabbles to decide. 
By fome one judge the caufe was to be tr)''d ; 
But this their fquabbles did afre(h renew. 
Who fhould be judge in fuch a trial : — Who ? 

For Johnson fome, but Johnson, it was fear*d^ 
Would be too grave; and Sterne too gay appeared ^ 
Others for Francklin voted : but 'twas known^ 
He ficken*d at all triumphs but his own; 
For CoLMAN many, but the pcevifli tongue 
Of prudent Age found out that he was Young. 
For Murphy fome few pil/'ring vfiti dcdar'd, 
Whilft Folly clapp'd her hands, and Wisdom ftar*d 

To mifchicf train'd, e'en from his mother's womb. 
Grown old in fraud, tho' yet in manliood's bloom, 

Adoptln] 
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Adopting arts, by which gay villains rife. 

And reach the heights, which honed men dcfpife ; 

Mute at the bar, and in the fenate loud. 

Dull 'mongft the dulled, proudeft of the proud j 

A pert, prim. Prater of the northern race. 

Guilt in his heart, and famine in his face, 

Stood forth, — and thrice he wav'd liis lilly hand-— 

And thrice he twiri'd his tye — thrice ftrok'd his band— 

*^ At Friendfliip's call (thus oft with trait'rous aim, 
Men, void of faith, ufurp faitif s facrcd name) 
" At Friendlhip's call I come, by Murphy fent, 
" Who thus by me dcvehpes his intent. 
" But left, transfused, the Spirit fliould be loft, 
" That Spirit which in ftorms of Rhefric toft, 
^* Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, 
*' In his own words his own intentions hear, 

** Thanks to my friends.— Put to vile fortunes bom, 
" No robes of fur thefe flioulders muft adorn. 
" Vam your applaufe, no aid from thence I draw; 
** Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law? 
*' Twice (curs'd rememb'rance ! ) twice I ftrove to gain 
^^ Admittance 'mongft the law-inftrucled train, 

B 3 " Who, 
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** Who, in ibc Tzutle sod Gzat VIkx, pRpare 

^^ For dicsfswrctdicd feet the legal ihame; 

^ Dea-! to thoib arts, which poliih acd rrfnc, 

^ Dtaf to <J] vpcrth, bccauie that wonh was JUmk^ 

^ Twice did tboSc blockheads Aanle at my aime, 

^^ And foul rgection gave me op to ihaine. 

^^ To lawi and lawyers then I bad adieu, 

^^ And plans of far more lib*nl note puribe. 

** Who will may be a Judge — ^my kindling brcaft 

^^ Bums for that Chair which Roscius once po&ls'd. 

•* HfTf give your votes, your int'reft here exert, 

" And let Succcfs for cncf attend Defert.'* 

With fleek appearance, and with ambling pace. 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face. 
The Proteus Hill put in his m^defi plea, — 
•* Let Favour fpeak for others. Worth for me."— 
For who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into Co many (hapes, and fliine in all? 
Who could fo nobly grace the motley lift, 
J^OTj InfpeeUrj Do^or^ Botaniftf 
Knows any one fo well — ^fure no one knows,— 
At once to play y pr^/cribey compound^ compofe? 

Who 
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Wlioean — But Woodward came, — Hill flipp'd away^ 
Melting, like ghofts^ before the rifing day. 

With that bw Cunning, which in fools fuppliea^ 
And amply too, the place of being wife. 
Which Nature^ kind indulgent parent, gave 
To qualify the Blockhead for a Knave ; 
With i!tiztfm9otb Falshood, whofe appearance channs^ 
And reafbn of each wholfome doubt difarms, 
Which to the loweft depths of guile defcehds. 
By vileft means purfues the vileft ends. 
Wears Friendfhip's mafk for purpofes of fpite, 
Fawns in the day, and Butchers in the night; 
With that mqlignant Envy, which turns pale. 
And fickens, even if a friend prevail. 
Which merit and fuccefs purfues with hate. 
And damns the worth it cannot imitate ; 
With the cold Caution of a coward's fplecn. 
Which fears not guilt, but always feeks a fcreen^ 
Which keeps this maxim ever in her view — 
TVhat's bafely done, fliould be done fafehf too ; 
With that A//, rooted^ callous Impudence, 
Which, dead to (hame, and ev'ry nicer fenfe, 

B 4 Ne'er 
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Ne'er blufli'd, unlefs, in fpreading Vices fnares. 
She blundered on fome virtue unawares ^ 
With all thefe bleflings, which we fcldom find 
Lavifh'd by Nature on cne happy mind, 
A Motley Figure, of the Fribble Tribe, 
Which Heart can fcarce conceive, or pen defcribe. 
Came fimfring on ; to afcertain whofc fcx 
Twelve, fage, impamltd Matrons would perplex. 
Nor MaUy nor FemJe\ Neither^ and yet both; 
Of Neuter Gender, tho' of Irijb growth ; 
A fix-foot fuckling, mincing in Its gait^ 
AfFefted, pecvifli, prim, and delicate j 
Fearful // feem'd, tho' of Athletic make. 
Left brutal breezes (hould too roughly (hake 
Jts tender form, and favage mption fpread. 
O'er Its pale cheeks, the horrid manly red. 

Much did It talk, in Its own pretty phrafe. 
Of Genius and of Tafte, of Play'rs and Plays 5 
Much too of writings, which Itfelf had wrote. 
Of fpecial merit, tho* of little note ; 
For Fate, in a ftrange humour, had decreed 
That what // wrote, none but Itfelf (hould read ; 

Much 
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^^uch too // chattcr'd ci'Dramatic Laws, 
Misjudging Critics, and mifplac'd applaufe. 
Then, with a fdf-complaccnt jutting air, 
Jtfmird^ It fmirk*dy It wriggled to the ciairi 
And, with an aukward briflcnefs not its own. 
Looking around, and perking on the throne. 
Triumphant feem'dy when that ftrange favage Dame, 
Known but to few, or only known by name. 
Plain Common Sense appeared, by Nature there 
Appointed, with plain Truth, to guard the chair. 
•The Pageant faw, and blafted with her frown. 
To Its firft ftatc of Nothing melted down. 

Nor (hall the Muse (for even tliere the prido 
Of this vain Nothing fliall be mortified} 
Nor fliall the Muse (fliould Fate ordain her rimes. 
Fond, pleafmg thought! to live in after-times) 
With fucb a Trifler's name her pages blot; 
Known be the CharaAer, the Thing forgot; 
Let /jT, to difappoint each future aim. 
Live without SeXy and die without a name ! 

Cold-blooded critics, by enervate fires 
Scarce hammer'd out, when Nature's feeble fires 

Glimmcr'd 
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Giiminer*d their lad ; whofe flug^fh blood, half itm^'^ 
Creeps lab'ring thro* the veins; whofe heart ne'er glcir^ 
With fancy-kindled heat: — ^A fervile-race. 
Who, in mere want of fault, all merit place ; 
Who blitid obedience pay to ancient fchools. 
Bigots to Greece, and flavcs to mufty rules; 
With folemn confequence declared that none 
Could judge that caufe but Sophocles alone. 
Dupes to tlieir fancied excellence, the crowd^ 
Obfequious to the lacred didbte, bow*d. 

When, from amidft the throng, a Youtli ftood forth^ 
Unknown his perfon, not unknown his worth i 
His Itek befpoke applaufe; alone he ftood. 
Alone he ftcmm'd the mighty critic flood. 
He talk'd of ancients, as the man became 
Who priz'd our own, but envied not their femej 
With noble rcv'rence fpoke of Greece and Rome, 
And fcom'd to tear the laurel from the tomb. 

^* But more than juft to other countries grown, 
** Muft we turn bafc apoftates to our own ? 
^* Where do thefe words of Greece and Rome excel, 
** That England may not pleafe the ear as well ? 

" What 
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** What mighty magic's in the place or air, 

*' That all perfeAion needs muft centre there ? 

** In fiates, let ftrangers blindly be prcferr'd ; 

" In ftate of letters. Merit fliould be heard, 

" Genius is of no country, her pure ray 

*^ Spreads all abroad, as general as tlie day ; 

'* Foe to reftraint, from place to place (he flies, 

*^ And may hereafter e'en in Holland rife. 

^ May not (to give a pleating fancy fcopc, 

'' And chear a patriot heart witli patriot hope) 

*' May not fome great extenfive genius raife 

'^ The name of Britain *bove Athenian praife ; 

** And, whilft brave thirft of fame his bofom warms^ 

** Make England great in Letters as in Arms ? 

'* Tbcie may— there hath—- and Sh a r e s p e a r e's xnufe tfpires 

** Beyond the reach of Greece ; with native fires 

Mounting aloft, he wings his daring flight, 
*^ WhilflSoPHOCLES below ftands trembling at liis height* 

" Why fhould we then abroad forjudges roam, 
** When abler judges we may find at home? 
*' Happy in tragic and in comic powers, 
" Have we notSHAKEspEAR£ ? — Is not Johnson ours? 
** For them, your nat'ral judges, Britons, vote ; 
^^ They'll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote.'* 
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He faid, and conqucr'd— Scnfc rcfum'd hor fway. 
And difappointed pedants ftalk'd away. 
Shakespeare and Johnson, with deferv'd applaufe^ 
Joint-judges were ordain'd to try the caufc. 
Mean-time the ftranger ev'ry voice employ'd. 
To a(k or tdl his name — Who is it? — ^Lloyd, 

Thus, when the aged friends of Job ftood. mute. 
And, tamely prudent, gave up the difpute, 
Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth, 
Boldly ftood forth tlie advocate of Truth ; 
Confuted FaUhood, and difabled pride, 
Whilft baiHod age ftood fnarling at his fide, 

. The day of tryal's fix'd, nor any fear 
Left day of tryal (hould be put off hare. 
Caufes but feldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are few^ fees none at all. 

The morning came, nor find I that the fun. 
As he on other great events hath done. 
Put on a brighter robe than what he wor? 
To go his journey in the day before. 

Full 
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Full in the centre of a fpacious plain. 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain. 
Nothing magnificent appeared, but Art, 
With decent modcfty performed her part, 
Rofe a tribunal: from no other court 
It borrowed ornament, or fought fupport : 
No juries here were pack'd to kill or clear. 
No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here ; 
No gownfinen, partial *o a client's caufe. 
To their own purpofe tun'd the pliant laws. 
Each judge was true and fteady to his truft. 
As Mansfield wife, and as old Foster juft. 

In the firft feat, in robe of various dyes^ 
A noblQ wildnefs fiafhing from his eyes. 
Sat Shakespeare. — In one hand a wand he bore, 
For mighty wonders fam'd in days of yore ; 
The other held a globe, which to his will 
Obedient tum'd, and own'd the mailer's fkill ; 
l*hings of the nobldll kind his genius drew. 
And looked through Nature at a fingle view : 
A loofe he gave to his unbounded foul, 
And uught new lands to rife, new feas to roll ; 

CaU'd 
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CaliM into being fcenes unknown before. 

And, pafllng Nature's bounds, was fomething more. 

Next Johnson fat, in ancient learning trainMy 
His rigid Judgment Fancy's flights reftrain'd, 
Correflly prun'd each wild luxuriant thought, 
Mark'd out her courfe, nor fpar'd a glorious fault. 
The book of man he read with niceft art. 
And ranfack*d all the fecrets of the heart ; 
Exerted Penetration's utmoft force, 
And trac'd each paffion to its proper iburce ; 
Then, ftrongly mark'd, in livelieft colours drew, 
And brought each foible forth to publick view. 
The Coxcomb felt a lafli in ev'ry word. 
And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterr'd« 
His comic humour kept the world in awe. 
And Laughter frightened Folly more than Law. 

But, hark ! — The trumpet founds, the crowd give 
And the procefllon comes in juft array. 

Now (hould I, in forae fwcet poetic line, 
Offer up inccnfc at Apollo's (brine; 
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Invoke the mufe to quit her. calm abode. 
And waken ipem^ry with a fleqMng ode. 
For how (hould mortal man, in mortal vek-fe. 
Their titkny merits, or their names xiehearfe ? 
But give, kind Dullness, memory and rime. 
We*]] put off Genius till another time. 

Firft, ORDER came,— wth folemn ftcp, and flow. 
In meafur'd time his feet were taught to go. 
Behind, from time to time, he caft his eye. 
Left Tliis fliould quit his place. That flep awry. 
Appeanuices to iave his only care ; 
So things feem right, no matter what they are. 
In him his parents faw themfelves renew'd, 
BegQttea by Sir Critic on Saint Prude, 

Then came Drum^ Trumpet j Hautboy^ FiMty Fluti i 
Ncrt Snuffer y Sweeper y Shifter j Soldiery Mute : 
LcgicBis of Angels all in white advance ; 
Juries, all/rr, come forward in a dance ; 
Pantomime figures then arc brought to view, 
Foo]s hand in hand with Fools, go two by two. 
^ext came the Treafurer of either houfe ; 
(^oe with full purfe, t'other with not a (bus. 

Behind, 
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Behind, a group of figures awe create, 
Set off with all th' impertinence of ftate ; 
By lace and feather confecrate to fame» 
Expletive Kings, and Queens without a name. 

Here Havard, all ferene, in the fame flrains. 
Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains; 
His eafy vacant face prodaim'd a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, npr impart. 
With him came mighty Davies. On my life. 
That Davies hath a very pretty wife :— 
Statcfman all over ! — In plots famous grown !— • 
He moutlis a fenttnce, as curs mouth a bone. 

Next Holland came. — With truly tragic ilalky 
He creeps, he flies. — A Hero ihould not walk. 
As if with heav*n he warr'd, his eager eyes 
Planted their batteries againft the ikies. 
Attitude, AAion, Air, Paufe, Start, Sigh, Groan, 
He borrowed, and made ufe of as his own. 
By fortune thrown on any other ftage. 
He might, perhaps j have pleas'd an eafy age ; 
But now appears a copy, and no more. 
Of ibmething better we have feen before. 

Tl 
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The a&or who would btiild a folid fame, 
Muft imitation's fervile arts difdaim ; 
Ad from himfelf, on his own bottom (land ; 
I hate e'en Garricr thus at fecond-hand. 

Behind csime Kino. — ^Brcid up in modeft lore, 
Baihful and young he fought Hibernians fliore; 
Hibemia, fam*d, 'bove ev'ry other grace. 
For matchleis intrepidity of face. 
From Her his Features caught the gen'rous flame. 
And bid defiance to all fenfe of (hame. 
Tutor'd by Her all -rivals to furpafs, 
'Mongft Drury*s fons he comes, and (hines in Brass. 

Lo Yates ! — Without the leaft finefle of art 
He gets applaufe ! — I with he'd get his part. 
When hot impatience is in full career. 
How vilely " Hark'e! Harke!" grates the ear? 
When a6live fancy from the brain is fent. 
And flands on tip-toe for fome wifh'd event, 
I hate thofe carelefs blunders which recall 
Sufpended fenfe, and prove it fiction all. 

Vol. I. C In 
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In charafters of law and vulgar mould. 
Where nature's coarfeft features we behold^ 
Where, deftitutc of ev'ry decent grace, 
Unmanncr'd jefts are blurted in your face, 
There Yates with juftice drift attention draws^ 
Ads truly from himfelf, and gains applaufe. 
But when, to pleatb himfelf or charm liis wife. 
He aims at fomething in politer life. 
When, blindly thwarting Nature's ftubbom plan. 
He treads the ftage, by way of gentleman. 
The Clown, who no one touch of breeding knows. 
Looks like Tom Errand drefs'd inCLiNCHER's clc 
Fond of his drefs, fond of his pcrfon grown, 
Laugh'd at by all, and to himfelf unknown, 
From fide to fide he flruts, lie fmiles, he prates^ 
And fecms to wonder what's become of Yates. 

Woodward, cndow'd with various tricks of fa- 
Great maftcr in the fcience of grimace. 
From Ireland ventures, fav'rite of the town, 
LurM by the pleafing profpeft of renown ; 
A fpealung Harlequin, made up of whim. 
He twifts, he twines, he tortures ev'ry limb, 
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Plays to the eye with a mere monkey's art. 
And leaves to fenfe the conqueft of the heart, 
Wc laugh indeed, but on refleftion's birth, 
Wc wonder at ourfelres, and curfe our mirth. 
His walk of parts he fatally mifplac*d. 
And inclination fondly took for tafte; 
Hence hath the town fo often feen difplay'd 
Beau in Burlefque, High Life in Mafquerade. 

But when bold Wits, not (uch as patch up plays, 
Cdd and corre£l, in thefe infipid days. 
Some comic charafter, ftrong featur'd, urge 
To probability's extremeft verge. 
Where modeft judgment her decree fufpends. 
And for a time, nor cenfures, nor commends. 
Where critics can't determine on the fpot. 
Whether it is in nature found or not, 
Tkcre Woodward fafely (hall his pow'rs exert. 
Nor £ul of favour where he (hews defert. 
Hence he in BobadH fuch praifes bore. 
Such worthy praifes, Kitely fcarce had more. 

By turns transformed into all kind of (hapes, 
Codhnttonone, Foote laughs, cries, ftruts, and fciapes: 

C 2 Now 
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Now in the centre, now in van or rear. 
The Proteus (hifts. Bawdy Parfon^ AtkHioneer. 
His (Irokes of humour, and his burfts of fport 
Are all contained in this one word, DiftorU 

Doth a man flutter, look a-fquint, or halt ? 
Mimics draw humour put of Nature's fault. 
With perfonal defeats their mirth adorn. 
And hang misfortunes out to public fcorn. 
E'en I, whom Nature caft in hideous mould. 
Whom, having made, (he trembled to behold. 
Beneath the load of mimicry may groan. 
And find that Nature's errors are my own, . 

Shadows behind of Foote and Woodward cam 
Wilkinson this, Obrien was that name. 
Strange to relate, but wonderfully true. 
That even fliadows have their (hadows too ! 
With not a fmgle comic pow'r endu'd. 
The firft a mere mere mimic's mimic flood. 
The lafl, by Nature form'd to pleafe, who (hows. 
In Johnson's Stephen, which way Genius grows, 
Self quite put oft", aiFe<fts, with too much art. 
To put on Woodward in each mangled part j 

Ad 
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Adopts his ihrug, his wink, his dare ^ nay, more, 

His voice, and croaks; for Woodward croak'd before. 

When a dull copier fimple grace neglefls. 

And refts his Imitation in Defefts, 

Wc readily forgive; but fuch vile arts 

Are double guilt in men of real parts. 

By Nature form'd in her perverfeft mood. 
With no one requifite of Art endu'd^ 
Next Jackson came. — Obferve that fettled glare, 
Which better fpeaks a Puppet than a Play V ; 
Lift to that voice-^did ever Discord hear 

Sounds fo well fitted to her untun'd ear ? 

When, to enforce fome very tender part. 

The right hand fleeps by inftinft on the heart, 

His foul, of every other thought bereft. 

Is anxious only where to place the left ; 

He fobs and pants to footh his weeping fpoufe, 

To footh his weeping mother, turns and bows, 

Aukward, cmbarrafs'd, ftifF, without the fkill 

Of moving gracefully, or ftanding ftill. 

One leg, as if fufpicious of his brother, 

DoGrous feems to run av/ay from t'other, 

C 3 Some 
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Some errors, handed down from age to agC) 
Plead Cuilom's force, and ftill poflefs the ftage« 
That's vile — fhould we a j^p-ent's £iults adore, 
And err, becaufe our fathers err'd before ? 
If, inattentive to the author's mind. 
Some adlors made thejeft they could not -find. 
If by low tricks they marr'd fair Nature's mien. 
And blurr'd the graces of the fimple fcene. 
Shall we, if reafon rightly is employed. 
Not fee their feults, or feeing not avoid ? 
When Falstaff Hands detefted in a lyc. 
Why, without meaning, rowls Love's glafly eye? 
Why ? — ^There's no caufe — at lead no caufe we know* 
It was the Falhion twenty years ago. 
Fafhion — a word which knaves and fools may ufc 
Their knavery and folly to cxcufe. 
To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 
To fame — to copy faults, is want of fenfe. 

Yet (tho* in fome particulars he foils, 
Some few particulars, where Mode prevails) 
If in thefe hallow'd times, when fobcr, fad. 
All Gentlemen are melancholy mad, 

Wh( 
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When '6s not deem'd to great a crime by half 

To violate a veftal, as to laugh, . 

Rude mirth may hope prefumptuous to engage 

An AA of Toleration for the ftage, 

And courtiers will, like reafonable creatures, 

Sufpend vain Fafhion, and unicrew tiieir features, 

Old Falstaff, playM byLovF, ihall pleafe once more. 

And humour fet the audience in a roar. 

Adors Pve feen, and of no vulgar name. 
Who, being from one part poflefs'd of fame. 
Whether they are to laugh, cry, whine, or bawl. 
Still introduce that fav*rite part in all. 
Here, Love, be cautious — ne'er be thou betray'd 
To call in tliat wag Falstaff's dangerous aid $ 
Like Goths of old, howe'er he feems a friend, 
He*ll feize that throne, you wifli him to defend. ' 

In a peculiar mould by Humour Caft, 
For Falstaff fram'd — Himfelf, the Firfl and laft, — 
He flands alodT fiom all — maintains his flate. 
And fcorns, like Scotfmerij to afTimilate. 
Vain all difguife — too plain we fee the trick, 
Tho* the Knight wears the weeds of Dominic, 

C 4 And 
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And Boniface, difgrac'd, betrays the fmack. 
In Anno Domini, of Falstaff'^ fack. 

Arms crofs'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd,fcct marching fl< 
A band of malccontents with fplcen o'erflow; 
Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable fqg, 
Which Pride, like Phcebus, draws from ev*ry bog. 
They curfe the managers, and curfc the town, 
Whofe partial favour keeps fuch merit down. 

But if fome man, more hardy than the reft. 
Should dare attack thefe gnatlings in their neft \ 
At once they rife with impotence of rage. 
Whet their fmall flings, and buzz about the ftagc. 
** 'Tis breach of privilege ! — Shall any dar^. 
•* To arm fatyric truth againft a play'r? 
*' Prefcriptive rights we plead time out of mind j 
•* Aftors, unlafli'd themfelves, may lafli mankind," 

r 

What ! (hall Opinion then, of nature free 
And lib'ral as the vagrant air, agree 
To ruft in chains like thefe, impos'd by Thing* 
"^Vbich, lefs than nothing, ape the pride of kings } 
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No— though half-poets with half- players join 
To curfe the freedom of each honeft line ; 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek ; 
What the mufe freely thinks, fhe'll freely fpcak* 
Widi juft difdain of ev'ry paltry Ihecr, 
Stranger alike to flattery and fear, 
In purpofe fix*d, and to herfelf a rule. 
Public Contempt (hali wait the Public Fool. 

Austin would always gliften in French (ilks, 
AcKMAN would Norris be, and Packer Wilks. 
For who, like Ackmak, can with humour pleafe? 
Who can, like Packer, charm with fprightly esScl 
Higher than all the reft, fee Bransby ftrut: 
A mighty GulIiVer in Lilliput ! 
Ludicrous nature ! which at once could (hew 
A man fo very High, fo very Low. 

If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I fay 
Aught hurtful, may I never fee thee play. 
Let critics, with a fupercilious air. 
Decry thy various merit, and declare 
Frenchman is ftill at top ; — but fcdm that rage 
Which, in attacking thee, attacks the age. 

French 
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French follies, univerfally embraced. 

At once provoke our mirth, and form our tafte; 

Long, from a nation ever hardly us'd. 
At random cenfur'd, wantonly abus'd. 
Have Britons drawn their fport, ni^th partial view 
Form'd gen'ral notions from the rafcal fewj 
Condemn'd a people, as for vices known, 
V Which, from their country baniftiM, feek our own. 
At length, howe'er, the flavilh diain is broke. 
And Senfe, awaken'd, fcoms her ancient yoke : 
Taught by Thee, Moody, we now learn to raife' 
Mirth from their foibles; frx)m their virtues, praife^ 

Next came the legion, which ovx^Summtr Bayes, 
From Alleys, here and there, contrived to raife, 
Flufti'd with vaft hopes, and certain to fucceed. 
With Wits who cannot write, and fcarce can read. 
Vet'rans no more fupport the rojtten caufe. 
No more from Elliot's worth they reap aj^laufe. 
Each on himfelf determines to rely. 
Be Yates difbanded, and let Elliot fly. 
Never did play'rs fo well an Author fit. 
To Nature dead, and foes declared to Wit. 
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So loud each tongue, fo empty was each head. 

So much they talk'd^ fo very little iaid» 

So wond*rous dull, and yet fo wond'rous vain. 

At o^ce fo willing, iQd unfit to reign. 

That Reafon fwore, nor would the oath recall. 

Their mighty Mafter's foul infor0i'4 them all. 

As one with various difappointmeats fad. 
Whom DoUnefs only kept from being mad. 
Apart from all the reft great Murphy came — 
Common to ibols and wits, the rage of fame. 
What tho' the fons of Nonienfe hail him Sire, 
Auditor^ Author, Manager, and Squire, 
His reftle(s foul's 'ambition ftops not there. 
To make his triumphs perfect, dubb him Play*r. 

In perfon tall, a figure form*d to pleaie. 
If Syounetry could charm, deprived of eafe ; 
When motionlefs he ftands, we all approve; 
What pity 'tis the thing was made to move. 

His voice, in one dull, deep, unvaried found. 
Seems ta break forth fiiom caverns under ground. 

From 
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From hollow cheft the low fcpulchral note 
Unwilling heaves, and ftruggles in his throat. 

Could authors butchcr'd give an aftor grace. 
All muft to him refign the foremoft place. 
When he attempts, in fome one fav'rite part. 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart. 
His honeft features the difguife defy, 
And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye. 

Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean. 
Or raving mad, or ftupidly ferene. 
In cold-wrought fcenes the lifelefs adlor flags. 
In pafTion, tears the paffion into rags. 
Can none remember ? — Yes — ^I know all muft— 
When in the Moor he ground his teeth to duft. 
When o'er the ftage he Folly's ftandard bore, 
Whilft CoMMON-S£NS£ ftood trembling at the door. 

How few are found with real talents blefs*d. 
Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reft. 
Man from his fphere eccentric ftarts aftray; 
All hunt for fame; but mpft miftake the way. 

•Br 
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Brtd at St. Ombr's to the Shuffling trade. 

The hopefiil youth a Jefuit might have made. 

With various readings ftor'd his empty fkull, 

Leam'd without fenfe, and venerably dull ; 

Or, at fome Banker's deik, like many more. 

Content to tell, that two and two make four. 

His name had ftood in City Ankals fair. 

And Prudent Dullness marked him for a Mayor, 

What then could tempt thee, in a critic age, 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a ftage ? 
Could it be worth thy wondVous wafte of pains 
To publifh to the world thy lack of brains ? 
Or might not reafon e*en to thee have (hewn 
Thy greateft praife had been to live unknown? 
Yet let not vanity, like thine, defpair : 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. 

A vacant throne high-plac'd in Smithfield view. 
To (acred Dullness and her first-bork due. 
Thither with hafte in happy hour repair. 
Thy birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there. 
Shuter himfelf ftiall own thy Jufter claim, 
And t^ijAL I^EDGERS pufF their Murphy's name, 

Whilft 
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WhilftVAUGHAN <rir Dapper, call him which you ' 
Shall blow the trumpet, and ^ve out the bill. 



Tliere rule fecure from critics and from fcnfe. 
Nor once (hall Genius rife to give ofiencei 
Eternal peace (hall blefs the happy (hore. 
And LITTLE FACTIONS break thy reft no more. 

From Co vent-Garden crowds promifcuous g 
Whom the mufe knows not, nor defires to know. 
.Vet'rans they feem'd, but knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore: 
Like Weffaxiinfter milida trained to fight. 
They fcarcely knew the left hand from the right, 
Afham'd among fuch troops to (hew the head. 
Their Chiefs were fcatter'd, and their Heroes fled, 
# 

Sparks at his glafs fat comfortably down 
To fq>*rate frown from fmile, and ihule from frown 
Smith, the gented, the airy, and the fmart. 
Smith was juft gone to fchool to fay his part; 
Ross (a misfortune which we often meet) 
Was faft afleep at dear Statira's feet; 

StXt 
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Statira, with iier hero to agree, 

Stood on her feet as faft aileep as he ; 

JVf ACKLiK, who largely deals in half-form'd founds,* 

A¥ho wantonly tranfgrefies Nature's bounds, 

Whole Acting's hard, affected, and conftrain*d, 

TVhofe features, as each other they diidain'd, . . 

At variance fet, inflexible apd coarfe, 

>Ie'er know the workings of united force, ''v \ 

Jit'er kindly ibften to each other's aid, ^j^ 

"Nor ihcw die mingled pow'rs of light and (hade. 

No longer for a thanklefs ftage concem'd. 

To worthier thoughts his mighty Genius tum'd, 

Harangu'd, gave Lefhires, made each fimple elf 

Almoft as good a ^^^aker as himfelf ; 

Whilft the whole town, mad widi miftaken zeal. 

An aukward rage for Elocution feel j 

Dull Cits and grave Divines his praife proclaim. 

And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name; 

SHUTEJt, who never car'd a fuigle pin 

Wliisthcr he left out nonfenfe, or put in, " ' - 

Who aim'd at wit, tho% levell'd in the dark. 

The random arrow fiddom hit the mark. 

At lilingtCBi, all by the placid dream 

Where city fwains in lap of DuIInefs dream, 

Where, 
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Where, quiet as her drains their ftrains do flow. 
That all the patron by the bards may know^ 
Secret as night, with Rolt's experienced aid. 
The plan of fiiture operations laid, 
Projedled fchemes the fummer months to cliear. 
And fpin out happy Folly tlu-ough the year. 

But t^ink not, though thefe daflard-chiefs are fled. 
That Covent-Garden tr6q)s (hall want a head: 
Harlequin comes their chief! — fee from afar. 
The hero feated in fantaftic car ! 
Wedded to Novelty^ his only arms 
Are wooden fwords, wands, talifinans, and icharms; 
On one fide Folly fits, by fome call'd Fun, 
And on the other, his arch-patron, Lun. 
Behind, for liberty a-thirft in vain. 
Sense, helplefs captive, drags the galling chain. 
Six rude mif-(hapen beads the chariot draw. 
Whom Reafon loaths, and Nature never faw, 
Monfters, witli tails of ice, and heads of fire ; 
Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chymxras dire. 
Each was beftrode by full as monftrous wight. 
Giant, Dwarf, Genius, Elf, Hermaphrodite^ 

The 
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The Town, as ufual, met him in full cry; 
The Town, as ufual, knew no reafon why. 
But Falhion (o direAs, and Modems raife 
On Fafhion's mouIdVing bafe their tranfient praife. 

Next, to the field a band of females draw 
Their force j for Britain owns no Salique Law : 
Jull to their worth, we female rights admit. 
Nor bir their claim to empire or to wit. 

^^9 g5ggling^ plotting chamber-maids arrive, 
Hoydons and romps, led on by GenVal C^ive. 
In fpite of outward blemilhes, (he (hone 
For Humour fam'd, and Humour all her own. 
Eafy, as if at Home, the ftage (he' trod. 
Nor fought the critic's praife, nor fear'd his rod. 
Original in fpirit and in eafe. 
She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to pleafe. 
No comic aftrefs ever yet could raife. 
On Humour's bafe, more merit or more praife. 

With all the native vigour of fixteen. 
Among the merry troop confpicuous fcen 
Vol. I. D See 
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See lively Pope advance in jig^ and trip 
Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. • 
Not without Art, but yet to Nature true. 
She charms the town with humour juft, yet nc 
Chear'd by her promife, we the lefe deplore 
The fatal time when Clive fliall be no more. 

Lo ! Vincent comes — ^with fimple grace arra] 
She laughs at paltry arts, and fcoms parade. 
Nature through her is by reflexion (hewn, 
Whilft Gay once more knows Polly for his 

Talk not to me of diffidence and fear— ^ 
I fee it all, but mud forgive it here. 
Defefts like thefe which modeft terrors caufe. 
From Impudence itfelf extort applaufe. 
Candour and Reafon ftill take Virtue's part; 
We love e'en foibles in fo good an heart. 

Let Tommy Arne, with ufual pomp of fti 
Whofe chief, whofe only merit's to compile. 
Who, meanly pilf'ring here and there a bit. 
Deals mufic out as Murphy deals out Wit, 
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ifli propofals, laws for taftc prefcribe; 
chant the pralfe cf an Italian tribe ; 
liim revcrfe kind Nature's firft decrees, 

teach e'en Br£NT a methpd net to pl^ej 
never (hall a Truly British Age, 

a vile race of eunuch j on the Aage. 

boafted work's called National in vain, 
le Italian voice pollutes the drain, 
are tyrants rule, and flaves with joy obcy^ 
flavifli minftrils pour th' enervate lay; 
Britons far-more noble pleafures fpring, 
ative notes whilft Beard and Vincent fing. 

light figure give a title unto fame, 
at rival (hould with Yates difpute her claim ? 
juftice may not partial trophies raife, 
fink the Aftrefs in the Woman's praifc. 
hand in hand her words and anions go, 
the heart feds more than the features (how: . 
, through the regions of that beauteous face, 
no variety of paffions trace ; 
d to the foft emotions of the heart, 
kindr^ foftnefs can thofe eyes impart; 

D 2 The 
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The brow, ftill fix'd in forrow's fuUen frame. 
Void of diAiiK^on, marks all parts the fame. 



What's a fine perfon, or a beauteous face, 
Unlefs deportment gives them decent grace i 
Blefs'd with all other requifites to pleafe. 
Some want the ftriking elegance of Safe ; 
The curious eye their aukward movement tires ; 
They feem like puppets led about by wires* 
Others, like ftatues, in one pofture ftill. 
Give great ideas of the workman's fldll j 
Wondering, his art we praife the more wc view, . 
And only grieve he gave not motion too. 
Weak of themfelves are what wc beauties call. 
It is the inanner which gives ftrength to alL 
This teaches ev'ry beauty to unite. 
And brings them forward in the nobleft Hght* 
Happy in this, behold, amidft the throng, 
With tranfient gleam of grace, Hart fweeps along. 

If all the wonders of external grace, 
A perfon finely turn'd, a mould of face, • 
Where, Union rare, Expreflion*s lively force 
With Beauty's fofteft magic holds difcourfe, 

Att 
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i\\n& the eye ; if feelings, void of art, 
Louze the quick paffions, and enflanne the heart ; 
fmufic, fwectly breathing from the tongue, 
'aptives the ear. Bride mud not pafs unfung. 

When fear, which rank ill-nature terms conceit^ 
y time and cuftom conquer'd, fliall retreat ; 
Vhcn judgm'ent, tutor'd by experience fagc, 
IhaD (hoot abroad, and gather ftrength fix)m age ; 
iVhcn heav'n in mercy (hall the ftage releafe 
^'rom the dull (lumbers of a ftill-life piece ; 
^hcn fome ftale flowr, difgraceful to the walk, 
kVhich long hath hung, tho' wither'd on the flalk, 
ihall kindly drop, then Bride (hall make her way, 
W merit find a paiTage to the day; 
brought into aftion (hs at once (hall raife 
icT own renown, and juftify our prai(e. 

Form'd for the tragic fcene, to grace the flage, 
•Vith rival excellence of Love and Rage, 
•liflrefs of each foft art, with matchlefs (kill 
^0 turn and wind the pa(rions as (he will ; 
fo mek the heart with fympathetic woe, 
l<vake the figh, and teach the tear to flow ; 

D 3 * To 
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To put on Frenzy's wild diftraSed glare. 
And freeze the foul with horror and defpair; 
With juft defert enrolled in endlefs fame, 
Confcious of worth fuperior, Cibber came. 

When poor Alicia's madd'ning brains are rack'd. 
And ilrongly imag'd griefs her mind di(lraA| 
Struck with her grief, I catch the madnefs too ! 
My brain turns round, the headleis trunk I view ! 
The roof cracks, (hakes and falls !— New horrors rife, 
And Reafon buried in the ruin lies^ 

Nobly difdainfiil of each flavifh art, 
She makes her firft attack upon the heart : 
Pleas'd with the fummons, it receives her laws. 
And all is filence, fympathy, applaufe. 

But when, by fond ambition drawn afide. 
Giddy with praife; and puff'd with female pride. 
She quits the tragic fcene, and, in pretence 
To comic merit, breaks down Nature's fence; 
* fcarccly can believe my ears or eyes, 
O' find out CiBBBR through the dark difguife. 

FaiTCHARl>> 
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Pritchard, by Nature for the ftage defign'd^ 
n perfoii graceful, and in fenfe reiio*d i 
ler art as much as Nature's friend became, 
ier voice as free from blemilh as her hm^» 
Vho knows fo well in majedy to pleafe, 
Vttemper*d with the graceful charms of eafe ? 

When Congreve^s favour'd pantomime to grace, 
>he comes a captive queen of Moorifli r&ce ; 
Vlicn Love, Hate, Jealoufy, Defpair and Rage, 
V'ith wildefl tumults in her breaft engage ; * . 

till equal to herfelf is Zara feen ; 
Ferpaflions are the paflions of a Queen. 

When Ihc to murther whets the tim'rous Thane, 

feel ambition ru(h through ev'ry vein; 
erfuafion hangs upon her daring tongue, 
ly heart grows flint, and ev'ry nerve's new ftrung. 

In Comedy—" Nay, there," cries Critic, " hold. 
Pritchard's for Comedy too fat and old. 
Who can, with patience, bear the gray coquette. 
Or force a laugh with over-grown Julett ? 

D 4 *^ Her 



Do fpirits flow, and is good-breeding 
In any fct circumference of waill ? 
As we grow old, doth afFeclation ceafi 
Or gives not age new vigour to caprice 
If in originals thcfe things appear. 
Why ftiould we bar them in the copy i 
The nice punftilio-mongers of this ag( 
The grand minute refonners of the (lag 
Slaves to propriety of ev'ry kind. 
Some ftandard-meafure for each part (he 
Which when the beft of Aftors (hall c> 
Let it devolve to one of fmaller breed. 
All adors too upon the back (hould bea 
Certificate of birth; — ^time, when; — pla 
For how can critics rightly fix their wcr 
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Figure, • I own, at firft may give offence, 
^nd harflJy ftrike the eye's too curious fcnfe : 
But when perfedions of the mind break forth, 
fiumour's chafte >failies, Judgment*s folid worth ; 
iVhen the pure genuine flame, by Natur taught, 
Spring's into Senfc, and ev'ry anion's Thought j 
Jefore fuch merit all objcftions fly ; 
^ftiTCliARD's genteel, and Garrick's fix feet Iiigh. 

Oft have I, Pritchard, feen thy wondVous (kill, 
ionfefe'dthee great, but find thee greater ftill. * 

["hat worth, which (hone in fcatter'd rays before, 
loUeded now, breaks forth with double pow'r. 
"he Jealous Wife ! On that thy trophies raife, 
nferior only to the Author's praife. 

From Dublin, fam'd in legends of Romance 
or mighty magic of enchanted lance, 
V^ith which her heroes arm'd viAorious prove, 
Lnd like a flood ru(h o'er the land of Love, 
lossop and Barry came. — ^Names ne'er defign'd 
iy fate in the fame fentence to be join'd. 
Lais'd by the breath of popular acclaim. 
They mounted to the pinnacle of Fame ^ 

There 
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There the weak brain, made giddy with the height, 
Spurr'd on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. 
Thus fportive boys, around fome bafoh's brim^ 
Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling fwim : 
But if from lungs more potent, there arife 
Two bubbles of a more than common fizc. 
Eager for honour they for fight prepare, 
Bubble meets bubble, and both (ink to air. 

Mossop, attached to military plan. 
Still kept his eye fix*d on his right-hand man. 
Whilft the mouth meafures words with feeming (kill. 
The right hand labours, and the left lies fiill ; 
For he refolv'd on fcripture-grounds to go, 
What the right doth, the left-hand (hall not know« 
With ftudied impropriety of fpeech. 
He foars beyond the hackney critic's reach ; 
To epithets allots emphatic ftate, 
Whilfts principals, ungrac'd, like lacquies wait i 
In ways firft trodden by himfelf excels, 
And (lands alone in indeclinables ; 
Conjunction, preposition, adverb join 
To (lamp new vigour on the nervous line : 

Tr 
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In monDfyllables his thunders roll, 

HE, SHE, IT, AND, WE, YE, THEY, fright thefowl. 



In perfon taller than the common fize, 
Behold where Barry draws admuing eyes! 
Wlien lab'ring paflions,.in his bofom pent, 
ConvulGve ragCt ^^ ftruggling heave for vent ; 
Speiflators, with imagined terrors warm. 
Anxious expeA the burfting of the ftorm : 
But, all unfit in fucli a pile to dwell. 
His voice comes forth, like Echo from her cell ; 
To fwell the temped needful aid denies. 
And all a-<lown the ftage in feeble murmurs dies. 

What man, like Barry, with fuch pains, can err 
In elocution, aSion, chandler ? 
What man could give, if Barry was not here. 
Such well-applauded tendcmefs to' Lear ? 
Who elfe can fyesJn fo very, very fine. 
That fenfe may kindly end with cv'ry line ? 

Some dozen lines before the ghoft is there, 
Behold him for the folemn fcene prepare. 



See 



When he appears moft perfefl, ft 
Something whicli jars upon^ and hu 
Whatever lights upon a part are thro 
We fee too plainly they are not his o^ 
No flameiirom Nature ever yet he cai 
Nor knew a feeling which he was not 
He rais'd his trophies on the bafe of ai 
And oonn'd his paflions^ as he conn'd 

QiriK, from afiu*, Iur*d by the fcent 
A ftage Leviathan» put in his claim, 
Piqul of BiTTERTCNf and Booth. 
Sidlen he walk*d» and deem'd the cbaii 
For how fliould modoms^ mufhrooms < 
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ItcccivM, with joyfiil murmurs of applaufe. 
Their darling chief, and Iin*d his fav'rite caufe. 



Far be it from the candid mufe to tread 
'nfulting o'er the a(hes of the dead, 
}ut, juft to living merit, (he maintains, 
Vnd dares the ted, whilft Garrick's Genius rdgns; 
Vncients, in vain, endeavour to excel, 
Happily praisM, if they could aA as well. 
Butt though prefcription's force we difallow, 
Nor to antiquity fubmiflive bow ; 
Though we deny imaginary grace, 
Founded on accidents of time and place ; 
Yet real worth of ev'ry growth (hall bear 
Due praife, nor muft we, Quin, forget thee thcie. 

His words bore (lerling weight, nervous and (famg 
In manly tides of fenfe they rollM along. 
Happy in art, he chiefly had pretence 
To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit len(c. 
No adlor ever greater heights could reach 
In all the labour'd artifice of ipeech. 

Speech ! Is that all ?— And (hall an a6lor found 
An univerfal fame on partial ground ? 



i'o weigh out words, while paffion ha. 
To Syllablc-dilToclors tliey appeal. 
Allow them accent, cadence, — Fools n 
But, Spite of all the criticiiing elves, 
Thofe vvho would make us feel, muft i 

His eyes, in glootny locket taught to 
Proclaiiii'd the fuUen faalnt of his foul. 
Heavy and phlqgmatiG he trod the ftage. 
Too proud for Tofidemefs, too dull for 
When HcAor'^ lovely widow (hines in 1 
Or Rowe's gay Rake dependaitf Virtue j 
With the fame call of features he is feen 
To chide the Libertine, and court the C 
From the tamt fcene, which without nai 



T H E R O S C I A D. 47 

In Brute he (hone imcquall*4 : ail agree 
Garrick's not half fo great a brute as he. 
When Cato's laboured fcenes are brought to view^ 
VVith equal praife the A6lor laboured too ; 
For ftill you'll find, trace paffions to their root, 
)niall difT'rence 'twixt the Stoic and the Brute. 
[n fancied fcenes, as in life's real plan, 
He could not, for a moment, fink the Man. 
[n whatever caft his chara<5ter was laid, 
Self ftill, like oil, upon the furface play'd. 
Nature, in fpite of all his fkill, crept in : 
Horatio, Dorax, FalftaflF,— ftill 'twas QyiN. 

Next follows Sheridan. — A doubtful name, 
As yet unfettled in the rank of fame. 
This,' fondly lavifh in his prailes grown. 
Gives him all merit : That allows him none. 
Between tliem both, we'll fteer the middle courfe. 
Nor, loving praife, rob judgment of her force. 

Juft his concq)tions, natural and great : 
His feelings ftrong, his words enforc'd with weight. 
Was fpeech-fam'd Quin himfelf to hear him fpeak. 
Envy would-drive the colour from his check : 

But 
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But ftep-damc Nature, niggard of her grace, 
Deny'd the fecial pow'rs of voice and face. 
Fix*d in one frame of features, glare of eye, 
Paflions, likp chaos, in confufion lie : 
In vain the wonders of his (kill are try^d 
To form diflinftion Nature hath deny'd. 
His voice no touch of harmony admits, . 
Irregularly deep, and (hrill by fits : 
The two extremes appear like man and wife. 
Coupled togetlier for the fake of (brife. 

His a(5lion's always Arong, but fometlmes fuch. 
That Candour mud declare he z6ks too much. 
Why mud impatience &11 three paces back ? 
Why paces three return to the attack ? 
Why is the right leg too forbid to flir, 
Unlefs in motion femicircular ? 
Why muft the hero with the Nailor vie. 
And hurl the clofc-clench'd fift at nofe or eye? 
In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 
I thought he would have knock'd poor Da vies down 
Inlmman tyrant ! was it not a fhame. 
To fright a king fo harmlefs and fo tamt? 

i 
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But, fpi^e of all defe£ls, his glories rife ; 

And Art, by Judgment form'd, with Nature vies ; 

Behold him found the depth of Hubert's foul, 

Whilil in his own contending paffions roll ; 

View the whole fcene, with critic judgnient fcan, 

^d then deny him Merit if you can. 

tVhere he falls (hort^ 'tis Nature's fault alone j 

iVbere he fucceeds, the Merit's all his own. 

Laft GaUricIc came.-^Behind him throng a train 
^f fnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 

One finds outj— " He's of ftatul^ fomewhat low,— 
' Your Hero always fliould be tall you know.— 
' True nat'ral greatnefs all confifts in height." 
^Dducc your voucher. Critic.—" Seigeant Kyte/* 

Another can't forgive the paltry arts, 
)y which he makes his way to (hallow hearts; . 
Acre pieces of fineile, traps for applaufe.*- 
* Avaunt, unnat'ral Start, affeaed Paufe.'* 

For me, by Nature form'd to judge with phlegm, 
[ can't acquit* by wholefale, nor condemn. 
Vol. I. £ The 
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The bcft things carried to excels are wrong: 
The ftart may be too frequent, paufe too long; 
But, only usM in proper time and place, 
Scvercft judgment muft allow them Grace. 

If Bungler's, form'd on Imitation's plan, 
Juft in the way that monkies mimic man, 
Their copied fccnc with mangled arts difgrace. 
And paufe and ftart with the fame vacant face; 
We join the critic laugh ; tliofe tricks we fcom, 
Which fpoil the fcenes they mean them to adorn. 
But when, from Nature's pure and genuine fource, 
Thefe ftrokes of Afting flow with gen'rous force. 
When in the features all the fouPs portrayed. 
And paifions, foch as Garrick's are difplay'd. 
To mc Acy fijem from quickeft feelings caught : 
Each ftart is Nature ; and each paufe is Thought. 

When Reafon yields to Paflion's wild alarms, 
And the whole ftate of man b up in arms ; 
What, but a Critic, could condemn the PJayV, 
For paiifing here, when Cool Senfe paufes there? 
Whilft, working from the Heart, die fire I trace. 
And mark it ftrongly flaming to the Face; 

Whi 
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i^hllft, In each found, I hear the very n^n; . 
can't catch words, and pity tho& v^o can. 



Let witi, like fpiders, fraai the torturM brain 
ine-draw the aitic-web irith curious: pain; 
'he gods, — a kindncis I with thanks muft pay,-^ ' 
lave formed me of k coadct kind of day; i 
or ftung wMi envy, nor with ^lecn^ difeasU, 
poor doK ereature, (fill with Kature pleased f ' ''* 
ehce to thy TNciufes^ OARRtciC^ I agrecy . . ^ 

nd, pleas'd with Nature, muft be picas'd with Thee. 

Now might I tell, how filence reign'd throughout, 

nd deep attention hu(h'd the rabble rout : 

ow ev'ry claimant, tortur'd with defire, 

^as pale as alhes, or as red as fire : 

ut, loofe to Fame,- the. mufe. more fimply ads, 

ejefts all flourilh, and relates mere fads. 

The Judges, as the fev'ral parties came, 
V^ith temper heard, with Judgment weigh'd each Claim, 
^nd, in their fentence happily agreed, 
n name of both. Great Shakespkare thus decreed. 
E 2 "If 
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" If manly Senfej if Nature link'd vnth Art; 
^^ If thorough knowledge of the Human Heart ; 
** If Pow'rs of afting vaft and unconfin'd ; 
^* If feweft Faults with greateft Beauties joined ; 
** If ftrong Expreffion, and ftrange Pow'n, which li* 
*• Witlun the magic circle of the eye; 
*' If feelii^ which few hearts, like his, can know, 
^' And which no face fo well as His can (how ; 
*' Deferve the Pref'itnce; — Garrick take the diair 
** Nor quit it— till Thou place an Equal there/' 



THE END. 
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ADDRESSED TO THE 



KITICAL REVIEWERS. 



AUGHS not the heart, when Giants, b^ with prWe, 
' Aflume the pompous port, the martial ftridci 
5r arm Herculean heave th' enormous fhield, 
ft as a weaver's beam the javelin wield ; 
ith the loud voice of thundVing Jove defy^ 
id dare to finiglc combat — What ? — A Fly, 

E 4 And 



vv no high in lettered reputation (\ 
And hold, AsTRitA like, tlie fcal 
With partial rage rufh forth, — Oh ! 
To crufh a bard juft burfting from tl 

Great arc his perils in this ftorm 
Who raflily ventures on a fea of R 
Around vaft furges roll, winds enviou; 
And jealous rocks and quickfands lurk 
Greatly his foes he dreads, but more I 
He hurts me moft who lavifhly comm< 

Look thro* the world — ^In evHy othe 
The fame employment's caufe of kindi 
At leaft appearance of good will creaf<» 
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The pride of Nature would as foon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit; 
)nward they ru(h at Fame's imperious call, 
ind, leis than greateft, would not be at all. 

Smit with the love of Honour,— K)r the Pence, 
)*er-run with wit, and deftitute of fenfe, 
hould any novice in the riming trade, 
Vith lawlefs pen the realms of verfe invade ; 
orth from the court, where fcepter'd fages fit, 
^bus'd with praife, and ilatterM into wit ^ 
Vherc in lethargic majefty they reign, 
Vnd what they won by dullnefs, Aill maintain ; 
!^(^ions of factious authors throng at once ; 
''ool beckpns fool, and dunce awakens dunde* 
To Hamilton's the Ready Lies repair;— 
^e*er was Lye.made wliich was not welcome there— 
Thence; on maturer judgment's anvil wrought. 
The polifh'd falfhood's into public brought, 
[^ick-circulating flanders mirth afford, 
Vnd reputation bleeds in ev'ry word, 

A Critic was of old a glorious name, 
Vhofe fandion handed merit up to fame; 

Beauties 
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Beauties as well ss faults he brought to view : 
His Judgment great, and great his Candour toow 
No fervJle rules drew ficidy tafte afide; 
Secure he walked, for Nature was his guide. 
But now. Oh ftrange reverfe! our Critics bawl 
In praife of Candour with a heart of Gall, 
Confcious of guilt, and fearful of the lights 
They lurk enflirouded in the veil of night ; 
Safe from deteftion, feize th' unwary prey. 
And flab, like bravoes, all who come that way. 

When firfl: my muie, perhaps more bold than vift^ 
Bad the rude trifle into light arife. 
Little file thought fuch tempefb would enfue, 
Lefs, that thofe tempefls would be rais'd by you. 
The thunder's fgry rends tlie tow'ring oak, 
RosciADs, like Ihrubs, might 'fcape the fatal ffax)k0f 
Vain thought! a Critic^s fury knows no bound; 
Drawcaksir like, he deals defbudion round; 
Nor can we hope he will a fbanger fpare. 
Who gives no quarter to his friend Voltaire. 

Unhappy Genius! phc'd by partial Fate 

With a free fpirit in a flavifh flate; 

Where 
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Where the refakftent Mufe, opprefs'd by kings. 

Or droops in Hkiice, or in fetters (ings. 

In yain thy dauatle& fortitude hath boroe 

The bigot's furious zeal, and tyrant*^ (com. 

Why didft thou^iafe from hoinc*brad dangers fleer, 

ftefervM to perifli more ignobly here? 

Thus, when tha Julian Tyrant's pride to fwell 

Rome with her Pompey at Phariaiia fe9, 

The vanqui(h*d chief efcap'd from Cjbsa&*s hand . 

To«die by- ruffians in a foreign land; 

How could thefe fdf-eleSed monarchs raiib 
So large an emfure on fo fmall a bale I 
In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, 
Did Genius fleep, when Dullnefs feiz*d the throne? 
Whence, abfolute now grown, and free from awe^ 
She to the fubjeft world difpenfes law. 
Without her licence, not a letter flirs. 
And, all the captive crifs-crofs-^row is hers. 
The Stagyrite, who rules from Nature drew. 
Opinions gave, but gave his reafons too. 
Our great Diflators take a fhorter way— 
Who fliall difpute what tlie Reviewers fay? 

Their 
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Their word's fufficicnt ; and to afk a reafon. 
In fuch a ftate as theirs, is downright treafon. 
True judgment now with Them alone can dwell ; 
Like Church of Rome, they're grown infallibly. 
Dull fuperftitious readers they deceive. 
Who pin their eafy faidi on critic's fleeve. 
And, knowing nothing, ev'ry thing bdieve! 
But why repine we, that thefc Puny Elves 
Shoot into Giants ? — We may thank ourfelves ; 
Fools that we are, like Ifrael's fools of yore. 
The Calf ourfelves have fafliion'd we adore. 
But let true Reafon once reibme ho: reign, 
Tliis God Ihall dwindle to a Calf agaln^ 

Founded on arts which (hun tlie face of day. 
By the fame arts they dill maintain theu" fway. 
Wrapp'd in myfterious fecrecy they rife. 
And, as they are unknown, arc fafe and wife^ 
At whomfoever aiih'd, howe'er fevere 
Th* envenom'd flander flies, no names appear. 
Prudence forbid that ftep.-^Then all might know 
And on more equal temnis engage the foe. 
But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
To wage a war with dirt, and fight with air? 



1 



By 
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By int'reft join'd, th* expert confederates (land. 
And play the game into each others hand. 
The vile abufe, in turn by all deny'd. 
Is bandy *d up and down from fide to fide: 
It flies — ^hey ! — prefto ! — ^like a jugler's ball. 
Till it bdongs to nobody at all. 

All men and things they know, themfelves unknown. 
And publi(h ev'ry name— except their own. 
Nor think this ftrange — ^fecure from vulgar eyes 
The namdeis author palles in dilguife. 
But vet'ran critics are not fo deceiv*d. 
If vet'ran critics are to be believ'd. 
Once feen, they know an author evermore, 
Nay fwear to hands they never faw before. 
Thus in the Rosciad, beyopd chance or doubt. 
They, by the writing, found the writers out. 
'• That's Lloyd's — his manner there yoii plainly trace, 
** And all the Actor ftares you in the face. 
** By CoLMAN that was written. — On my life, 
*' The ftrongeft fymptoms of the Jealous Wifjj, 
** That little difingenuous piece of fpite, 
** Churchill, a wretch unknown, perhaps might write.** 

How 
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How doth it make judicious readeri fmiie^ 
When authors are detcfted by their (life : 
Tho* ev'ry one who knows this author, knows 
He fliifts his ftik much ofmer than his cloaths? 

Whence could arifc this mighty critic f{4een^ 
The Mufe a trifler, and her theme fo mean ? • 
What had I done, that angty Heav*n fliDutd fend 
The bitt'reft Foe where moft I wifti'd a Friend ? 
Oft hath my tongue bem wanton at thy name, 
And hailM the honours of thy maichlefs fame. 
For me let hoary Fibldiko bile the ground 
So nobler Pickle (lands fuperWy bound. 
From Liyv's temples tear th' hiftoric crown, 
Which with more juftice blooms upon thine own. 
Compar'd with thee, be all life-writers dumb. 
But he who wrote the Life of Tommv THtxMB, 
Who ever read the Reoicide, but fwore 
The author wrote as man ne'er wrote befonb ? 
Others for- plots and under-plots may call, 
Here*^ the right metlK)d-^have no plot at alf» 
Who can fo often in his caufc engage 
The tiny Pathos of the Grecian (hge, 

Whilft 
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Whilft horrors rife, and tears rpotitsneous flow 

At tragic Ha ! and no left tragic Oh ! 

To praife his nervous weaknefs all agree ; 

And then for fweetne(s, who fo fweet as he! 

Too big for utterance when forrows fwdl 

The too big forrows flowing tears inuft tdl: . ' 

But when. thoTe flowing tears (hall ceafe to flow, 

Why — ^then the voice muft fpeak again you know. 

Rude and unfldlful in the Poet's trade, 
X kefit no Naiads by me rtady^tiutde ; 
^e*er did I colours high in air advance, 
"Tom from the bleeding fopperies of France ; 
"^o flimfey linfey-woolfey fcenes I wrote, 
"With patches here and there like Jofeph's coat, 
^e humbler themes befit: Secure, for me, 
Xet Playwrights fmuggle nonfenfe, duty frefc : 
Secure, for me, ye lambs, ye lambkins bounds 
And friflti and frolic o*er the fairy ground : 
Secure, for me, thou pretty little fewn, 
I^ck Sylvia's hand, and crop the flow'ry lawn j 
Unc^fur'd kt the gentle breezes mve^ 
Thro' the green umbrage of Ih' enchanted grove; • 
* , Secure, 
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Secure, for me, let foppiQi Nature finile, . 
And play the coxcomb in the D£sart Isle, 

The ftage I chofe — a fubjeft fair and free— 
'Tis yours — ^"tis mine — 'tis Public Property. 
All Common Exhibitions open lie 
For Praiie or Cenfure to the Common Eye. 
Hence are a thoufand Hackney writers fed| • 
Hence Monthly Critics earn their Daily-'Bread, 
This is a general tax which all mud pay. 
From thofe who fcribble, down to thofe who phy. 
Aclors, a venal crew, receive fupport 
From public bounty, for the public fport. 
To clap or hifs, all have an equal claim. 
The cobler*s and his lordfhip's right the iame» 
All join for their fubfiftence j all expect 
Free leave to praife their worth, their faults correft. 
When a^live Pickle Smithfield ftage afcends. 
The three days wonder of his laughing friends ; 
Each, or as judgment, or as fancy guides. 
The lively witling praifes or derides. 
And Where's the mighty diflfrence, tdl me whercj, 
^..ietwixt a Merry Andrew and a Play^'r? 

tl 
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The ftrollin^.tribe, a defpicable race, 
Like wand'ring Arabs, fliift from place to place, 
i^agrants by law, to Juftice open laid, 
rhcy tremble, of the beadle's lafli afraid, 
\r\d ftiwning cHnge, for wretched means of life. 
To Madam May*refs, or his Worfliip's Wife, 

The mighty monarch, in theatric fack, 
Sanies his whole regalia at his back ; 
lis royal confort heads the female band, 
Liid leads the heir-apparent in her hand ; 
"he pannier'd a(s creeps on with confcious pride^ 
^earing a future prince on either fide. 
To choice muficians in this troop are found 
^o vamifhi nonfenfc with the charms of found; 
To fwords, no daggers, not one poifon'd bowl j 
^0 lightning flafhes here, no thunders roll ; 
^0 guards to fwell the monarch's train are Ihown j 
Hie monarch here muft be a hoft alone. 
^0 folemn pomp, no flow proceflions here; 
^0 Ammon's entry, and no Juliet's bier. 

By need compell'd to proftitute his art, 
The varied aftor flies from part to part 5 
Vol. I. F And, 
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And, fltange diigrace to all theatric pride ! 
His chara,(5ler is (hifted with his Cid^. 
Queftion and Anfwer he by turns muft be. 
Like that finall wit in Modern Tragedy ; 
Who, to patch up bis fame,— or fill his purfe, — 
Still pilfers wretched plans, and makes them worfe^ 
Like gypfies, left the ftolen brat be known. 
Defacing iirft, then claiming for his own. 
In (habby (late they ftrut, and tatter*d robe ; 
The fcene a blanket, and a barn the globe. 
No higli conceits their moderate wiflies raife, 
Content with humble profit, humble praife. 
Let dowdies fimpcr, and let bumpkins flare. 
The ftrolling pageant hero treads in air : 
Pieas'd for his hour, he to mankind gives law. 
And fhorcs the next out on a trufs of firaw. 

But If kind Fortune, who we fbmetlmes know 
Can take a hero from a puppet-fhow. 
In mood propitious fhould^her fav 'rite call. 
On royal flage in royal pomp to bawl. 
Forgetful of himfelf he rears the head. 
And fcorns the dunghill where he firfl was bred. 

Converfiri 
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Converfing now with wcU-drefs^d kings and queens, 
With gods and goddefles behind the fcenes, 
; Hefweats beneath the terror-nodding plume, 
Taught \^ Mock Honours Real Pride t'aiTuine, 
On this great ftage the World, no Monarch e'er 
Was half fo haughty as a Monarch Play V. 

Doth it more move our anger or our mirth, 
To fee thcfe Things, the loweft fons of eartli, 

Prefume, with fdf-fufEcient knowledge grac'd, 

To. rule in Letters, and prefide in l^afte ? 

Tie Town's decifions they no aiore admit, 

Thcmfelves alone the Arbiters of Wit ; 

Afid jeom the jurifdi<fiion of tliat Court, 

To which they owe their being and fupport. 
Adors, like monks of old, now (acred grown, 
Muil be attacked by no fools but their own. 

« 
Let the Vain Tyrant fit amidft his guards. 

His puny Grun^room Wits and Venal Bards, 

Who meanly tremble at the Puppet's frown. 

And for a Playhoufe Freedom lofe their own ; 

^^ fpite of new-made Laws, and new-made Kings, 

The frcc-bom Mufe with libVal fpirit fings. 

F 2 Bow 



With ftrictcft juriice, brand the vil 
Now in the milder garb of Ridicul 
She fports, and pleafes while (lie v.- 
Her (hape is often varied ; but her s 
To prop the caufe of Virtue, ftill t 
In pnufe of Mercy let the guilty ba^ 
When Vice and Folly for Ct)rreaic 
Silence the mark of weaknefs juftly 
And is partaker of the crimes it fpar 

But if the Mufe, too cruel in her 
With harfli reflexions wounds the n 
If wantonly (he deviates from her pi 
And quits the Ador to eicpcfe the ^! 
Ailiam*d, (he oiarics that pai&ge wit 
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f curious numbers will not aid afford, 
Jor choiceft mufic play in cv'ry word ? 
^erfes muft run, to charm a modern ear, 
rom all harih, rugged interruptions clear, 
oft let them breathe, as Zephyr's balmy breeze ; 
mooth let their current flow, as fummer feas i 
Weft then only deem*d when they difpeiifc 
L happy tuneful vacancy of fenfe. 
tali n fathers thus, with barb'rous rage, 
it helplefs infants for the fqueaking ftage^ 
^eaf to the calls of pity. Nature wound, 
nd mangle vigour for the fake of found, 
enceforth farewell then fev'rifh third of fame j . 
irewell the longings f^r a Poet's namej 
Tifli my Mufe; — a wifh 'bove all fevcre 
o him who ever held the Mufes dear— 
e'er her labours weaken to refine 
he geii'rous roughne(s of a nervous line. 

Others aflfea the ftiff and fwelling phrafe } 
heir Mufc muft walk in ftilts, and (but in flays : 
he fenfe they murder, and the words tranfpofe, 
eft Poetry approach too near to Profe. 

F 4 See 
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See tortur'd Reafon how they pare and trim. 
And, like Procruftcs, ftretch, or lop the limb. 

Waller, whofe praife fucceeding bards refaearfe, 
Parent of harmony in Englifti verfe, 
Whofe tuneful Mufe in fweeteft accents flows. 
In couplets firft taught ftraggling fenfe to clofe. 

In polifh'd numbers, and majeftic found. 
Where (hall thy rival. Pope, be ever found ? 
But whilil each line with equal beauty flows. 
E'en excellence, unvaried, tedious grows. 
Nature, thro' all her works, in great d^ree. 
Borrows a blefling from Variety. 
Mufic itfelf her needful aid requires 
To rouze the foul, and wake our dying fires. 
Still in one key, the Nightingale would teize: 
Still in one key, not Brent would always pleafc. 

Here let me bend, great Dryden, at thy (hrinc, 
Thou dearcft name to all the tuneful nine, 
what if fome dull Lines in cold order creep, 
And with his theme the poet feems to fleep. 

Still. 
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Still, when his fubjecl rifes proud to view. 
With equal ftrength the Poet rifes too. 
With ftrong invention, nobleft vigour fraught. 
Thought ftill fprings up and rifes out of thought ; 
Numbers Ennobling numbers in tlieir courfcj 
In varied fweetnefs flow, in varied force; 
The pow'rs of Genius and of Judgment join. 
And the whole Art of Poetry is Thine. 

But what are Numbers, what are Bards to7me. 
Forbid to tread the paths of Poefy ? 
*' A facred Mufe fhould confecrate her pen; 
** Priefts muft riot hear nor fee like other men ; 
" Far higher themes (hould her ambition claim ; 
♦' Behold where Sternhold points the way to Fame." 

Whilft, with miftaken zeal dull bigots bum, 
Let Rjeafon for a moment take her turn. 
When CofFee-fages hold difcourfe with kings. 
And blindly walk in Paper Leading-ftrings, 
What if a man delight to pafs his time 
In fpinning Reafon into harmlefs Rime; 
Or fometimes boldly venture to the Play ? 
Say, Where's the Crime ?— ^eat Man of Prudence, fay ? 

No 
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No two on earth in all things can agree; 
All have fome darling fingularity; 
Women and men, as well as girls and boys. 
In Gew-gaws take delight, and figh for toys. , 
Your fceptres, and your crowns, and fuch like thingty 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 
In things indifF'rent Reafon bids us chafe. 
Whether the whim's a Monkey, or a Muse. 

What the grave triflers on this bufy fcene. 
When they make ufe of this word Reason, mean, 
1 know not; but, according to my plan, 
'Tis Lord chief-justice in the Court of Man^ 
Equally form'd to rule in age or youth. 
The Friend of Virtue, and the Guide to Truth. 
To Her I bow, whofe facred pow'r I feelj 
To Her decifion make my laft appeal ; 
Condemn'd by' Her, applauding worlds in vain 
Should tempt me to take up the pen again : 
By Her abfolv'd, my courfe I'll ftill purfue: 
If Reason's for me, GOD is for me too* 
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"IT THEN foes infult, and prudent friends dlTpenTe, 

^ ^ In pity's ftrains, the word of infolence. 
Oft with thee, LloyU, I fteal an hour from grief, 
And in thy focial converfe find relief. 
The mind, of folitude impatient grown, 
Loves any forrows rather than her own. 

Let flaves to bufinefs, bodies without foul. 
Important blanks in Nature^s mighty roll. 
Solemnize nonfenfe in the day's broad g'are, 
Wc Night prefer, which heals or hides our care. 



Rogues juftified, and by fuccefs made bold. 
Dull fools and coxcombs (an6lified by Gold, 
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Freely may baflc in Forewic's partial ray, 
And fpread their feathers op'ning to the day ; 
But thread^bare Merit d^res not (hew tlie head 
*Till vain Profperity retires to bed. 
Misfortunes, like the Owl, avoid the light ; 
The fons of Care are always fonS of Night. 

The Wretch bred up in Method's drowfy fchoc 
Whofe only merit is to err by rule. 
Who ne'er through heat of blood was tripping cai 
Nor guilty deem'd qf one eccentric thought, 
Whofe foul direded to no ufe is fecn, 
Unfcls to move the body's dull Machine, 
Which, clock-work like, with the fame equal pac 
Still travels on thro' life's infipid fpace; 
Turns up his eyes to think that there fliould be 
Among God's creatures two fuch things as we. 
Then for his night-cap calls, and thanks the pow 
Which kindly gave him grace to keep go^d hmru 

Gooiho\ir$ — Fine words — ^but was it ever fecn 
That all Men could agree in what they mean ? 
Florio, who many years a courfe hath run 
In downright pppofition to the fun, 

Ex] 
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Expatiates otigood hours ^ their caufe defends 
With as much vigour as our prudent friends, 
Th* uncertain term no fettled notbn brings, 
But fiill in different mouths nieans different things. 
Each takes the phrafe in his own private view. 
With Prudence it is ten, with Flo&io two. 

Go On, ye fools, who talk for talking fake, 
W'ithout eidinguifhing diAincflioos make, 
Shine forth in native folly, native pride, 
^ake yourfelves rules to all the world befide ; 
K^eafon,. coUedled in herfelf, difdains 
T"hc flavifli yoke of arbitrary chains, 
Steady and true, each circumftancc flie weighs, 
N'or to bare words inglorious tribute pays. 
Men of fenfe live exempt from vulgar awe. 
And Reafon to herfelf alone is law. 
*I^hat freedo^i (he enjoys with lib'ral mind, 
M^hich Ihe as freely grants to al} mankind. 
^o idol titled name her rev'rence ftirs, 
^^o hour (he blindly to the reft prefers ; 
All are alike, if they're alike employ 'd. 
And all are good if virtuQuJly enjoy'd* 
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Let the fage Doctor (think him one we knowj 
With fcraps of ancient learning overflow. 
In all the dignity of wig declare 
The fatal confequence of midnight air. 
How damps and vapours, as it were by ftealth. 
Undermine life, and fap the walls of health. 
For me let Galen moulder on the (helf, 
ril live, and be phyfician to myfelf. 
Whilft foul is join'd to body, whether fate 
Allot a longer or a fliorter date ; 
ril make them live, as brother fliould with brother^ 
And keep them in good humour witli each other* 

The fureft road to health, fay what they will. 
Is never to fuppofd we fliall be ill. 
Moft of thofe evils we poor mortals know 
From doftors and imagination flow. 
Hence to old women with your boafted rules. 
Stale traps, and only facred now to fools j 
As well may fons of phyfic hope to find 
One medicine, as one hour, for all mankind. 

If Rupert after ten is out of bed 
The Fool next morning can't hold up his head, 

WhaJ 
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Vhat reafoH this which me to bed mud call 
VhoTe head (thank heaven) never aches at all? 
a different courfes different tempers run, 
le hates the Moon, I ficken at the Sun. 
Vound up at twelve at noon, hit clock goes right, 
dim better, goes, wound up at twelve at night. 

Then in Oblivion's grateful cup I drown 
"he galling fi)eer, the lupercilious frown, . 
"he ftrange referve,. the proud afFefted ftate 
H upftart knavcs^ grown rich, and fools grown great* 
f more that abje<ft wretch difturbs my reft, 
Vho meanly overlooks a friend diftreft. 
Wblind to Poverty the Worldling goes, 
Ud fcarce fees rags an inch beyond his nofe ; 
'utfrom a'Crowd can (ingle out his grace, 
Ud cringe and creep to fools who ftrut in lace. 

Whether tliofe daffic regions are furvey'd 
•Vhere we in earlicft puth together ftray'd, 
•Vhcre hand in hand we trod the flow'ry (hore, 
''ho' now thy happier genius runs before, 
^hen we confpir'd a thanklefs wretch to raife,. 
Wl taught zjlump to (hoot with pilfer'd praifc. 

Vol, I, G Who 
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Who once for RevWend merit famous grown^ 

Gratefully ftrove to kick his Maker down. 

Or if more gen'ral argum.cnts engage. 

The court or camp, the pulpit, }^2X or ftage ; 

If half-bred furgeons, whom men doftors callj^ 

And lawyers, who were never bred at all, 

Thofe mighty letter'd monfters of the earth. 

Our pity move, or exercife our mirth ^ 

Or if in tittle-tattle, tooth-pick way. 

Our rambling thoughts with eafy freedom ftrayj . 

A gainer ftill thy friend himfelf muft find. 

His grief fufpendcd, and improved his mind. 

Whilft peaceful flumbers blefs tlic homely bed, 
Where virtue, felf-approv'd, reclines her head i 
Whilft vice beneath imagined horrors mourns. 
And confcicnc^ plants the villain's couch with tlwrns. 
Impatient of reftraint, the aftive mind. 
No more by fervile prejudice confin'd, 
Leaps from her feat, as wak'ned from a trance. 
And darts through Nature at a fmgle glance. 
Then we our friends, our foes, ourfelves, furvey. 
And fee by Nicjht what fools we are by Day. 
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Stript of her gaudy plumes and vain difguife, 
ee where ambition mean and loatlifome lies ; 
efledion with relentlefs hand pulls down 
'he tyrant's bloody wreath and ravifh'd crown. 
1 vain he tells of battles bravely won, 
)f nations conquered, and of worlds undone : 
'riumphs like thefe but ill with manhood fuit, 
^nd fink the conqueror beneath the brute. 
'Ut if, in fearching round the world, we find 
ome gcn'rous youth, the friend of all mankind, 
Vhofe anger, like the bolt of Jove, is fped 
^ terrors only at the guilty head, 
^hofe mercies, like Heaven's dew, refreftiing fall 
1 gen'ral love and charity to all, 
Icas'd we behold fuch worth on any throne, 
nd doubly pleas'd we find it on our own. 

Through a falfe medium things arc (liewn by day, 
^mp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead aftray. 
ow many from appearance borrow ftate, 
^hom Night difdains to number with the Great ! 
luft not we laugh to fee yon lordling proud 
luff up vile incenfe fi*om a fawning crowd ? 

G 2 Whilft 



A ujMiig liinilclf into a little God, 
And ruling empires with a fingle nod ; 
\\ ho would not think, to hear him la 
That he had int'rcft, and that they ha< 
Injurious thought! beneath Night's 1 
When pomp is buried and faJfe colours 
Plainly we fee at that impartial hour 
Than dupes to pride, and him the tpol ol 

God help the man, condemn'd by cru< 
To court the feeming, or the real great. 
Much forrow (hall he feel, and fufFer ma 
Thap any flave who labours at the oar. 
By flaviih methods muft he learn to pleaf 
By finooth-tongu'd flatt'ry, that curfl cou 
SuddIp *^ ^'' — 
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K fenfe of honour woald deftroy his fchemes^ 

fVnd confoience iie*er muft fpeak unlefs in dreams. 

W^hen he hath tamely borne for many years 

Cold looks, forbidding frowns, contemptuous iheeSrs^ 

When he at laft expefts, good cafy man^ 

To reap the profitis of his labouir'd plan. 

Some cringing LAcquEY, or rapacious W'horSj 

To favours of the great the fureft door. 

Some Catamite, or Pimp, in credit grown^ 

^ho tempts another's wife, or fells his own, 

Steps crofs his hopes, the promis'd boon denies, 

^d for fome Misiovi^s Minion claims the prize^ 

l^oe to reftraint, unpracftis'd in disceit, 
oo refolute, firom nature's adive heat, 
o brook affronts, atid umcly pafsthem byj 
Oo proud to flatter,, too fincere to lye, 
*oo plain to pleafe, too honeft to be great j 
^ivemc, kind Hcav*n, an humbler, happier flate : 
^r fixMn the place where men with pride deceive, 
^here rafcals promiie, and where fools believe j 
^ from the walk of folly, vice and fhifc, 
-'^m, independent, let me fleal thro' life, 

G 3 Nor 



. ..^.iv.^ v\;!ri iintaiiitcd 
^I'o ethers let the glittVing bawbles 
Content flvall place us tar above tht 

Speftators only on this buftling ft 
Wc fee what vain defigns mankind < 
Vice after vice with ardour ihey purl 
And one old folly brings forth tw^ent 
Perplexed with trifles thro' the vale ol 
Man ftrives 'gainft man, without a c: 
Armies embattled meet, and thoufanc 
For fome vile fpot, where fifty cannoi 
Squirrels for nus contend, and, wror 
For the world's empire kings ambitioi 
Wliat odds? — ^to us 'tis all the felf'-fa; 
A Nut, a World. » ^'^' — 
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Inglorious cafe, Jike ours, they greatly fccrn : 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn. 
Gladly they toil beneath the ftateftnan's pains, 
Give them but credit for a ftatefman's brains. 
All would be deem'dj e'en from the cradle^ fit 
To rule in politics as well as wit. 
The grave, the gay, the fopling, and the dunce. 
Start up (God blefs us !) ftatefmen all at once. 

« 

His mighty charge of fouls the prieft forgets,' 
f^he court-bred lord his prcmifes and debts, 
oldicri their fame, ir.ifers forget their pelf, 

he rake his miftrefs, and the fop himfelf ; 
^hilft thoughts of higher moment claim their care, * 
^^d their wife heads the weight of kingdoms bear. 

Females themfelves the glorious ardour feel, 
^nd boaft an equal, or a greater zeal, 
rom nymph to nymph the ftate-infeftion flics, 
Wells in her bread, and fparkles in her eyes. 
Verwhelm'd by politics lie malice, pride, 
Invy, and twenty other faults belide. 
^o more their little flutt'ring hearts confefs 
1 paiHon for applaufe, or rage for drefs i 

G 4 No 



Is' or thinks of fcandal vvhilil Ihc talks of nt 

The CiT, a Common-Council-Ma 
Ten thoufaiid mighty nothiiigs in his face, 
£y (ituati()n as by nature great. 
With nice precifion parcels out the ftate ; 
Proves and difproves, affirms, and tlien dci 
Objeds himfeify and to liimfelf replies ; 
Wielding aloft the Politician rod. 
Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god ; 
Maintains, e'en to the very teeth of pow'r. 
The fame thing right and wrong in half an 
Now all is well, now he fufpeAs a plot. 
And plaii^y proves, whatever is, is no 
Fearfully wife, be (hakes Us empty head. 
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Peace to fuch triflcrs, be our happier plan [^ _ 
To pais thro' life as eafy as we can. 
Who's in or out, who moves this grand machine,^ 
Nor ftirs my curiofity, nor fpleen. 
Secrets of (late no more I wiih to know 
Than fecret movements of a Puppet-show ; 
Let but the puppets move, I've my defirc, 
Unfeen the hand which guides the Master-wirb. 

What is't to us, if taxes rife or fall. 
Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all. 
Let muckworms, who in dirty acres deal. 
Lament thofe hardships which we cannot feel. 
His Grace, who fmarts, may bellow if he pleafe, 
Sat muft I bellow too, who fit at eafe ? 
By cuftom fafe, the poet's numbers flow. 
Free as the light and air fome years ago. 
No ftatefinan e'er will find it worth his pains 
To tax our labours, and excife our brains. 
Burthens like thefe vile earthly buildings bear, 
Jtf o tribute's laid on Cajiles in the Air. 

Let then the flames of war deifaiidive reign. 
And England's terrors awe imjuricus Spain ; 

Let 
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Let cv*ry venal clan and neutral tribe 
Learn to receive conditions, not prefcribe; 
Let eaoh new-year call loud for new fupplies. 
And tax on tax with double burthen rife; 
Exempt we fit, by no rude cares oppr^ft:. 
And, having little, are with little bleft. . 
All real ills in dark oblivion lie. 
And joys, by fancy form'd, their place fupply. 
Night's laughing hours unheeded flip away. 
Nor one dull thought foretells approach of Day. 

Thus have we liv'd, and whilft the fates afford 
Plain plenty to fupply the frugal board, 
Whilfl Mirth, with Decency his lovely bride. 
And Wine's gay God, with Temp'rance by his fid< 
Their welcome vifit pay; whilft Health attends 
The narrow circle of our chofen friends, 
Whilft frank Good-Humour confecrates the treat. 
And Woman makes fociety complete, 
Thus will we live, tho' in our teeth are hurl'd 
Thofe Hackney StrumpetSy Prudence and the Worli 

Prudence, of old a facred term, imply'd 
Virtue, with godlike wifdom for her guide, 

B. 
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But now in gcn'ral ufe is known to mean 
The ftalking-horfe of vice, and folly's fcreen. ' 
The fenfe perverted we retain the name, 
Hypocrisy and Prudence arc the fame. 

A Tutor once, more read in men than books, 
^ kind of crafty knowledge in his looks, 
f^emurely fly, with high preferment bleft, 
^is fev'ritc pupil in thefe words addrefsM : 

Wonld'ft thou, my fon, be wife and virtuous decm'd, 
5y all mankind a prodigy efteem'd ? ' 
Jc this thy rule j be what men prudent call ; 
Prudence, almighty Prudence, gives thee afl. 
Ceep up appearances, there lies the tefl. 
The world will give thee credit for the reft- 
Dutward be fair, however foul within; 
Sin if thou wilt, but then in fecret fin. 
This maxim's into common favour grown, 
Vice is no longer vice, uniefs 'tis known. 
Virtue indeed may barefac'd take the field ; 
But vice is virtue when 'tis well concealed. 
Should faging paffions drive thee to a whore. 
Let Prudence lead thee to a poficrn door^ 

Stay 



92 NIGHT. 

Stay out all night, but take efpecial care 
That Prudence bring thee back to early, prayer. 
As one with watching and with ftudy ^nt. 
Red in a drunkard, and reel out a faint. 

With joy the youth this ufeful leilbn beard. 
And. in his mem'ry ftor'd each precious word, 
Succefsfully purfu'd the plan, and ntnv^ 
*' Room for my Lord — Wiktvb. ftand by and bow.*^ 

And is this all — is this the worIdh*ng*8 art. 
To mafk, but not amend a vicious heart? 
Shall lukewarm caution and demeanour grave . 
For wife and good (lamp ev'ry fupple knave ? 
Shall wretches, whom no real virtue warms. 
Gild fair their names and ilates with empty forms, 
Whilft Virtue feeks in vain the wifh'd-for prize, 
Bccaufe, difdaining ill, (lie hates difguife; 
Becaufe flie frankly pours forth all her ftore, 
Seems what (he /j, and fcoms to pafs for more? 
Well — be it fo — ^let vile diflemblers liold 
Unenvy'd pow'r, and boaft their dear-bought gold^ 
Me neither pow*r (hall tempt, nor third of pelf. 
To flatter others or deny myfelf ^ 

Mi^ 
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light the whole world be plac'd within my fpan, 
would not be tbat Thing, that Prudent Man. 



What, cries Sir Pliant, would you then oppofc 

Jurfelf, alone, againft an hoft of foes ? 

t not conceit, and peevifli luft to rail, 

>ove all fenfe of intereft prevail. 

tirow off for (hame this petulance of wit, 

I wife, be modeft, and for once fubmit : 

oo hard the taflc 'gainft multitudes to fight, 

a muft be wrong, the World is in the right. 

What is this World? a term which nkn have got 
o Cgnify, not one in ten knows what ; 
term, whidi with no more precifion^ pajQes 

point out herds of men than herds of a//es j 

1 comnaon ufe no more it means we find, 
lian many fools in fanie opinions join'd. 

Can numbers then change nature's ftated laws ? 
an numbers make the worfe the better caufe? 
ice muft be vice, virtue be virtue ftilJ, 
*ho' thoufands rail at good and pradife ill. 

Wou'dft 
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WouIJft tliou defend the Gaul's deftruftive rage 
Becaufe vaft nations on his part engage I 
The' to fupport the rebel Cjesak's caufe 
Tumultuous legions arm againft the laws, 
Tho' Scandal would our Patriots name impeacl 
And rails at virtues which (he cannot reach. 
What honed man but would with joy fubmit 
To bleed with Cato, and retire with PITT ? 

Stedfaft and true to virtue's facred laws, 
Unmov'd by vulgar cenfure or applaufe, 
Let the World talk, my Friend ; that World W( 
Which calls us guilty, cannot make us (b. 
Unaw'd by numbers, follow Nature's plan, 
Afleit the rights, or quit the name of man. 
Confider wc]l, weigh ftri(5tly right and wrong ; 
Rcfolve not quick, but once refolv'd be ftrong^ 
In fpite of Dullnefs, and in fpite of Wit, 
If to thyfelf thou canft thyfelf acquit, 
Ratlier (land up alTur'd with confcious pride 
Alone, than err with millions on thy (ide» 
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ICOTS PASTORAL^ 



THEN Cupid firft inftrufts his darts to fly 

From the fly comer of fome cook-maid*s eye, 
riplirig raw, juft enter'd in his teens, 
es the wound, and wonders what it means ^ 
art, like dripping, melts, and new defire 
1 him ftirs, each time flie ftirs the fire ; 
-.1, H Trembling 



His oaten rccJ lo rurul ditties tV: 
'J'u flocks iiiid rocks, to hills anc 
In fimpleft notes, and ail unpolif) 
The loves of nymphs^ and eke th 

Clad, as your nymphs were alv\ 
In ruflic weeds — a cook-maid now 
Beneath an aged oak Lardiilla 
' Green mofs her couch ; her canopj 
From aromatic Ihrubs the rogu'ijh g 
Steals j^^tt«ff perfumes, and wafts thei 
The youth, tum'd fwain, and fkiJl'd 
Faft by her fide his amVous dcfcan 
Herds lowc. Flocks bleat. Pics cliatt 
And the full chomc ^i^- - ' 
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hut, when maturer Judgment takes the lead, 
Thefe ,childi(h toys on Rcafon's ahar bleed ; 
Fonii'd after fome great rnan^ whofe name breeds awcj 
IVhofe ev'ry feritence Falliion makes a law, 
IVho on mere credit his vain trophies rears^ 
\nd founds his mfcrit on our fcrvile fears ; 
Then we difcard the workings of the heart, 
Vnd nature's banilh'd by niethank art j 
Then, deeply read, our reading muft be fliown; 
i^ain is that knowledge which remains unknown. 
Then Ostentation marches to our aid, 
^nd litter d Pride ftalks forth in full parade j 
Jeneath their care behold the work refine, 
'ointed each fentence, polifli'd ev'ry line: 
Trifles are dignified, and taught to wear 

he robes of Ancients with a Modern air, 
foNSENSE with Clajfic ornaments is grac'd, 
nd paflcs curretit with the (lamp of Tastec 

Then the rude THEocRitE is.ranfack'd o'er, 
nd courtly Maro call'd from Mincio's Ihorej 
'^ciltan Alufes on our mountains roam, 
afy and free as if they -were at homej 

II 2 Nymphs, 
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Nymphs, Naiads, Nereids, Dryads, Satyrs, Faui 
Sport in our floods, and trip it o'er our lawni; 
FIowVs, which once flourilli'd fair in Greece and Romj 
More fair levivc in England's me-ds to bloom ; 
Skies v»ithout cloud exotic funs adorn; 
And rofes blu(h, but blu(b without a thorn; 
Landfcapcs unknown to dowdy Nature, rife. 
And new creations flriKe our wondVing eyes. 

For bards, like thefc, who neither fing nor fay. 
Grave without thpught, and vyithout feeling gay, 
Whofe numbers in one even tenor flow, 
Jttund to pleafure, and attwid to woe. 
Who, if plain Common-sense her vifit pays. 
And mars one couplet in their happy lays. 
As at fome Ghoft affrighted, ftart and ftare. 
And afk the meaning of her coming there ; 
For bards like thcfe a wreath (liall Mason bring, 
Lin'd with the fofteft down of Folly's wing; 
In Love's Paccda fliall they ever doze, 
And GisRAL kiudly rock them to rcpofe; 
My lord — to letters as to fahh moft true — 
At once their patron and example too — 

Sh 
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Shall quaintly f^fliion his love-labour'd dreams, 9 

Sigh with fad winds, and weep with weeping ftrcams. 
Carious in grief, (for real grief, we know. 
Is curious to drefs up the tale of woe) 
From the green umbrage of fome Druid's (eat. 
Shall his own works in his own way repeat. 

# 

Afey whom no mufe of heav'nly birih infpires, 
No judgment tempers when ra(h genius fires ; 
Who boaft no merit but mere knack of rime. 
Short gieams of fenfe, and fatire out of time. 
Who cannot follow where trirn fancy leads 
By prattling ftreams o'er fjw'r empurpled meads ; 
Who often, but without fuccefs, have pray*d 
for apt Alliteration's artful aid; 
Who would, but cannot, with a mafter's (kill, 
Coin fine new epithets, which mean no illy 
^ey thus uncouth, thus ev'ry way unfit * 

-f^or pacing poefy, and ambling wit, 
T"aste with contempt beholds, nor deigns to place 
Amongft the loweft of her favoured race. 

Thou, Nature, art my goddcfs — to thy law 
Myfelf I dedicate — Iwice flavifli awe 

' H 3 Which 
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Which bends to fafliion, and obeys the rules, 
Iinpos'd at firft, and fincp obferv'd by fools^ 
Ht-nce thofe vile tricks which mar fair Nature's hue. 
And bring the fober matron forth to view. 
With a]l that artificial tawdry glare. 
Which virtue fcorns, and none but ftrumpets wear. 
Sick of thofe pomps, thofe vanities, that wafte 
Of toil, which critics now miftake for tajie^ 
Of falfe refinements fick, and laboured cafc. 
Which Art, too thinly veil'd, forbids to pleafe. 
By Nature's charms (inglorious truth!) fubdu'd, 
Hov;cvcr plain her drcfs, and 'haviour rude. 
To northern climes my happier courfp I ftccr. 
Climes where the Goddefs reigns throughout the year, 
Where, undifturb'd by Art's rebclliGus plan. 
She rules the loyal Laird^ ViXiA faithful Clan, 

To that rare foil, where virtues cluft'ring grow, 
What mighty bleflings doth not England owe? 
What waggon-hads of courage, wealth and fenfe, 
Doth each revolving day import from thence ? 
To us (he gives, difinterefted ft-iend. 
Faith without fraud, and Stuarts' without end. 
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When we profperity's rich trappings wear. 
Come not her gen'rous fons and take a ihare? 
And if, by fome difaftrous turn *o£ fate. 
Change (hould enfue, and ruin feize the ftate. 
Shall we not find, fafe in that hallow'd ground. 
Such refuge as the Holy Martyr found ? 

Nor lefe our debt in Science, tho' deny'd 
By the wealc flaves of prejudice and pride. 
Thence came the Ramsays, names of worthy note. 
Of whom one paints, as well as t'other wrote ; 
Thmce^ Home, dilbanded from the fons of pray'r 
For loving plays, tho' no dull Dz ah was there; 
Thence iflued forth, at great Macpherson's call. 
That M^ neWf Epic Pajloraly Fingal ; 
Thencej Malloch, firiend alike of Church and State^ 
Of Christ and Liberty, by grateful Fate 
Rais'd to rewards, which, in a pkus reign, 
MX -darling Infidels Ihould feek in vain; 
71)ence Ample bardjs, by fimple prudence taught. 
To this wife town by fimple patrons brought, 
b) fipiple manner utter fimple lays, 
A»4 take, with fimple penfions, fimple praife. 

H 4 Waft 
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Waft mc fome mufe to Tweed's infpiring fireaniy 
Where all the little loves and graces dream, 
Where flowly windy^g the dull waters creep. 
And feem themfelves to own the power of fleep, 
Where on the furface Lead, like feathers, fwims. 
There let me bathe my yet unhallow'd limbs. 
As once a Syrian bath'd in Jordan's flood, 
Wa(h off my native ftains, corretS that blood 
Which mutinies at call oi Englijh pride. 
And, deaf to prudence, rolls a patriot tide. 

From folemn thought which overhangs the brow • 
Of patriot care, when things are — God knows how ; 
From nice trim points, where Honour, flave to ruk^ 
In compliment to folly, plays the fool; 
From thofe gay fcenes, where mirth exalts his pow'r, 
And eafy Humour wings the laughing hour; 
From thofe foft better moments, when deiire 
Beats high, and all the world of man's on fire. 
When mutual ardours of the melting fair 
More than repay us for whole years of care, 
At Friendjhip\ fummons will my Wilkbs retreat. 
And fee, once feen before^ that ancient feat, 

Tha 
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That ancient feat, where majefty difplay'd 
Her cnfigns, long before the world was made! 

Mean narrow maxims, which enflave mankind. 
Ne'er from its bias warp thy fettled mind. 
Not dup'd by party, nor opinion's flave, 
Thofe faculties which bounteous Nature gave. 
Thy honeft fpirit into praftice brings, 
Nor courts the fmile, nor dreads the frown of Kings. 
Let rude licentious Engliihmen comply 
With tumult's voice, and curfe they knpw not why ; 
UqwilUng to condemn, thy foul difdains, 
To wear vile fadion's arbitrar)' chains. 
And ftridlly weighs, in apprehenfion clear. 
Things as they are, and not as they appear. 
With thee Good Humour tempers lively Wit, 
Enthron'd with Judgm-ent, Candour loves to fit, 
And Nature gave thee, open to diftrefs, 
A heart to pity, and a hand to blefs. 

Oft have I heard thee mourn the wretched lot 
Of the poor, mean, defpis'd, infulted Scot^ 
Who, might calm rcafon credit idle talcs. 
By rancour forg'd where prejudice prevails. 

Or 
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Or ftarves at home, or praiftifes, thro' fear 
Of ftarving, arts which damn all confcience here. 
When Scrlblersy to the charge by int'reft led. 
The fierce North-Briton foaming at their head. 
Pour forth invectives, deaf to candour*s call. 
And injur'd by one alien^ rail at all; 
On Northern Pifgah when they taki their ftand. 
To mark the weakncfs of that Holy Landy 
With ncedlefs truths their libels to adorn. 
And hang a nation up to public fcom. 
Thy gen'rous foul condemns the frantic rage. 
And hates tlie faithful, but ill-natu]:*d, page. 

The Scots are poor, cries furly Englifli pride; 
True is the charge, nor by themfelves deny'd. 
Are they not then in ftriftcft reafon clear. 
Who wifely come to mend their fortunes here ? 
If by low fupple arts fuccefsful grown, 
'They fapp'd our vigour to increafe their own, 
. If, mean in want, and infolcnt in pow'r, 
They only fewn'd more furely to devour, 
Rous'd by fuch wrongs (hould Reason take alarm. 
And e*en the Muse for public fafety arm; 

But 
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But if they own ingenuous virtue's fway, 
^nd follow where true honour points the way, 
f they revere the hand by which they're fed, 
Vnd blcfe the donors for their daily bread, 
)r by vaft debts of higher import bound, 
ire always humble, always grateful found, 
F they, direfted by Paul's holy pen, 
lecome difcreetly all things to all men, 
^hat all men may become all things to them, 
!nvy may hate, but juftice can't condemn. 
' Into' our places, ftates, and beds they creep j" 
They've fenfe to get, what we want fenfe to keep. 

Once, be the hour accurs'd, accurs'd the place, 

ventur'd to blafpheme tlie chofcn race, 
nto thofe traps, which men, calFd PATRiOTSi laid, 
}y fpecious arts unwarily betray'd, 
i^adly I leagu'd againft that facred earth, 
/ile parricide! which gave a parent birth. 
Jut fliall I meanly error's path purfuc, 
kVhen heavenly Truth prefents her friendly clue, 
Dnce plung'd in ill, (hall I go farther in? 
To make the oath, was raflij to keep it, fin. 

Backward 
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Backward I tread the paths I trod before. 
And calm reflection hates what paflion fworc. 
Converted, (blefled are the fouls which know 
Thofe pleafures which from true convcrfion flow. 
Whether to reafon, who now rules my bread. 
Or to pure faith, like Lyttleton and West) 
Pad cnmes to expiate, be my prefent ahn 
To raife new trophies to the Scottish nathe. 
To make (what can the proudeftMufe do more?) 
E'en faftion's fons her brighter worth adore. 
To make her glories, ftamp'd with honeft rimes. 
In fulleft tide roll down to lateft times. 

** Prefumptuous wretch! and (hall a 3/^^ like thine^ 
•* An Efiglijb Afufey the meaneft of the nine, - 
" Attempt a theme like this ? Can her weak ftrain 
** Exj^eft indulgence from the mighty Thane ? 
** Should he from toils of government retire, 
** And for a moment fan the poet's fire, 
** Should he, of fciences the moral friend, 
** Each curif/usy each important fearch fufpend^ 
•* Leave unaffifled Hill of herbs to tell, 
♦* And all the wonder i of a Cockle- ftyelly 

** Having 
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Having the Lord's good grace before his eyes, 
Would not thi Home ftep forth, and gain the prize? 
Or if this wreath of honour might adorn 
The humble brows of one in England bom, 
Prefumptuous ftill thy daring muft appear j 
Vain all thy tow'ring hopes, wliilft I am herei" 



Thus fpake zform^ by filken fmile, and tone 
Dull and unvaried, for the La ur eat known, 
Folly's chief friend. Decorum's eldeft fon. 
In cv*ry party found, and yet of none. 
This airy fuhfiamej l\ii% fuhJJantial Jhade^ 
Ahalh'd I heard, and with refpeft ,cbey'd. 

From themes too lofty for a bard fo mean, 
J^ifcretion beckons to an humbler fcene. 
The reftlcfe fever of ambition laid. 
Calm I retire, and feek the fylvan fliade. 
Now be the Afufe difrob'd of all her pride, 
Be all tlic glare of verfe by Truth fupplicd, 
And if plain nature pours a fimple ftrain, 
W^hich Bute may praife, and Ossian not difdain, 
OssiAN, fublimeft^ fmplejl Bard of all, 
^Vhom Englijh Injidehy Macpherson call^ 

Then 
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Then round my head (hall honour's eniigns wave. 
And penfions mark me for a willing flavc. 



Two boys, whofe birth beyond all queftion fprif^ 
From great and glorious, tho' forgotten, kings. 
Shepherds of Scottijh lineage, born and bred 
On the fame bleak and barren mountain*s head. 
By niggard nature doom'd on the fame rocks 
To fpin out life, and ftarve themfelves and flocks,' 
Frefli as the morning, wliich, enrob'd in mift. 
The mountain's top with ufual dullnefs kifs'd^ 
Jockey and Sawney to their labours rofe ; 
Soon clad I ween, where nature needs no c!oath9. 
Where, from their youth enur'd to winter-fkies, 
Drefs and her vain refinements they defpife. 



Jockey, whofe manly high-bon'd cheeks to crown 
With freckles fpotted flam'd the golden dovsTi, 
With miklc art, could on the bagpipes play, 
E'en from the rifing to the fctting dayj 

SAWN£ir 
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Sawney as long without remorfc could bawl 
Home's madrigals, and ditties from Fingal. 
Oft at his ftrains, all natural tho* rude, 
The Highland Lafs forgot her want of food. 
And, whiUl (he fcrauh'd her lover into reft. 
Sunk plcas'd, tho* hungrj', on her Sawney's breaft. 

Far as the eye could reach, no tree was feen. 
Earth, clad in ruflet, fcorn'd tlie lively green. * 
The plague of Locufts they fecure defy. 
For in three hours a graflioppcr muft die. 
No living thing, whatever its food^ feafts there. 
But the Camelcon, who can feaft on air. 
No birds, except as birds of paflage flew. 
No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo. 
No dreams as amber fmooth, as amber clear. 
Were feen to glide, or heard to warble lierc.. 
Rebellion's fpring, which through the country ran, 
Fumifli'd, with bitter draughts, tlie fteady clan. 
No flow'rs embalm'd the air, but one white rofe. 
Which, on the tenth of June, by inftinft Wows, 
By inftinfl blows at mom, and, when the fludes 
Of drizly eve prevail, by inftin<^ fades. 

en 
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One, and but one poor folitary cave. 
Too fparing of her favours, nature gave ; 
That one alone (hard tax on Scott ijh. pride!) 
Shelter at once for man and beaft fupplied. 
Their fnares ivitbcut entangling briers fpread. 
And thirties, arm'd againft th' invader's head^ 
Stood in clofe ranks all entrance to oppofe, 
Thiftles now held more precious than the rofe. 
AH creatures which, on nature's earlieft plan. 
Were form'd to loath, and to be loath'd by man. 
Which ow'd their birth to naftinefs and fpite. 
Deadly to touch, and hateful to the fight, 
Creatures, which when admitted in the ark. 
Their Saviour fhun'd, and rankled in the dark. 
Found place within: marking her noifomc road 
With poifon's trail, here crawl'd the bloated Toad; . 
There webs were fprcad of more than common fize, 
And half-ftarv'd fpiders prey'd on half-ftarv'd (lies; 
In queft of food. Efts ftrove in vain to crawl ; 
Slugs, pinch'd with hunger, fmear'd the flimy wall ; 
The cave around with hifling ferpents rung; 
On the damp roof unhealthy vapour hung ; 
And Famine, by her children always known j 
As proud as poor^ hen fix'd her native throne. 

Here, 
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Here^ for the fuUen (ky was overcaft, 
Knd fummer flirunk beneath a wiht'^y blaft; 
\ native blaft, which, arm'd with hail and rain. 
Beat unrelenting on the naked fwain. 
The Boys for (helter ipade j behind, die (heep. 
Of which thofe ftiepherds every day take keep^ 
Sickly crept on, and with complainings rude. 
On nature feem'd to call, and bleat for food. 

JOCKEY. 

Slth to this cave, by tempeft, we're confined, 
Ind within ken our flocks, under the wind^ 
lafe from the pelting of this perilous ftorm, 
i.re laid emong yon thiftles, dry and warm, 
Vhat, Sawney, if by fliepherd's art we try. 
To mock the rigour of this cruel fky ? 
Vhat if we tune fome merry roundelay ? 
Veil doft thou fing, nor ill doth Jockey play. 

SAWNEY. 

Ah, Jockey, ill advifefr thou, I why 
fo think of fongs at fuch a time as this. 
Vor. L I Sooaer 
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Sooner (hall herbage crown thefe bamen rocks. 
Sooner fhall ileeces death thefe ragged flockn, 
Sooner ihal! want feize (hepherds of the fouth^ 
And wc forget to live from hand to mouthy 
Than Sawney^ out of feafon, (hall impart 
The fongs of gladnefs with an aching heart. 

JOCKEY. 

Still have I known thee for a filly fwain ; 
Of things part help, what boots it to complain ? 
Nothing but mirth can conquer fortune's fpitc i 
No fky is heavy, if the heart be light : 
Patience is fc0Tow*s falvc ; what can't be cur*d. 
So Donald right aruJsj muft be endur'd. 

SAWNEY. 

Full filly fwain, Iwctj h Jockey now; 
How did'ft thou bear. thy Maggy's falfliood ? hov 
When with a foreign loon flie flole away, 
Did'ft thou forfwear thy pipe and fliepherd's lay ? 
Where was thy boafted wiidom then, when I 
Applied thofe proverbs, which you now apply ? 

JOCK 
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. JOCKEY. 

(he was b9rmyf all the Highlands round 
as there a rival to my Maggy found i 

ore precious (tho' that precious is to all) 

ban the rare medicine, which we Brimftone call, 

r that ch<Hce plant, fo grateful to the nofe, 

'hich, in I know not what far country, grows, 

'as Maggy unto me; dear do I rue, 

lafs fo fair fliould ever prove untrue. 

SAWNEY, 

Whether with pipe or fong to charm the ear, 
hro* all the land did Jamie find a peer i 
ors'd be that year by ev'ry honeft Scot, 
nd in the (hepher^'s^ calendar forgot, 
hat fatsU year, when Jamie, haplefs fwain, 

1 evil hour forfook the peaceful plain. 

VMtB, when our young Laird difcreetly ded, 

lit feiz'd and hang'd till he was dead, dead, dead. 
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JOCKEY. 

Full forely may we ail lament that day : 
For all were lofers in the deadly fray. 
Five brothers had 1, on the Scottifh plains. 
Well dofl thou know were none more hopeful fwains; 
Five brothers there I loft, in manhood's pride^ 
T A'o in the field, and three on gibbets died 5 
Ah! filly fwains, to follow war's alarms! 
Ah! v/hat hatli Ihcplierd's lifi^ to do with arms ! 

SAWNEY. 

Mention it not — ^there faw I ftrangers clad, , 
In all the honours of our ravifli'd Plaii^ 
Saw the pERkARA too, our nation's pride^ 
Unwilling grace the aukward yjdtor's fide. 
There fell our choiceft youth, and from that day 
Mote never Sawney tune the merry lay j 
Blefs'd thofe which fell ! curs'd thofe wliich ftill forvive, 
To mouxnfi/uai rcnew'd m forty-five. 

* . Thus 
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Thus plain'd the Boys, when, from her throne of turf. 
With boils embofsM, and overgrown with fcurf. 
Vile humours, which, in life's corrupted well, 
Mix'd at th^ birth,- not abftinence could quell. 
Pale Famine rear'd the head^ her eager eyes. 
Where hunger e*en to madnefs feem'd to rife. 
Speaking aloiid her throes and pangs of heart, 
Strain'd to get loofe, and from their orbs to ftart j 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-funk cell. 
Where wretchednefs and horror lov'd to dwell ; 
IVith double rows of ufelefs teeth fupplied, 
ier mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide, 
'Vhich, when for want of food her entrails pin*d, 
he op'd, and curfing fwallow'd 'nought but wind ; 
iH (hriveird wa5 her fkin, and here and there, 
1[aking their way by force, her bones lay bare : 
uch filthy fi^ht to hide from human view, 
)'er her foul limbs a tatter'd Plaid (he threw. 

Ceafe, cried the Goddefs, ceafe, defpairing fwains, 
ind from a parent hear what Jove ordains ! 

Pent in this barren corner of the ifle, 
Vhcre partial fortune never dcign'd to fmile ; 

I 3 Like 



n8 The PROPHECY of FAMINE, 

Like natuie's baftards, reaping for our (hare 
What was rqedted by the lawful heir ; 
Unknown amongd the nations of the earth. 
Or only known to raife contempt and mirth ; 
Long free, becaufe the race of Roman braves 
Thought it not worth their while to nuke us Haves; 
Then into bondage by that nation brought, 
Whofe ruin we for ages vainly fought ; 
Whom ftiU with unflack'd hate we view, and ftill. 
The pow'r of mifchief loft, retain the will ;* 
Confider'd as the refufe of mankind, 
A mafs till the laft moment left behind, 
Wl^ich frugal nature doubted, as it lay. 
Whether to ftamp with life, or throw away ; 
Which, form'd in hafte, was planted in this nook. 
But never enter'd in Creation's book ; 
Branded as traitors, who for love of gold, 
Would fell their God, as once their King they foldj 
Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 
Thefe vile injurious taunts, and bear them ftill. 
But times of happier note are now at hand. 
And the full proiriife of a better land : 
There^ like the Sons rf Ifraely having trod. 
For the iix'd term of years ordain'd by God, 

Abanfl 
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i barren defart, we fhall feize rich plains^ 
Vhcrc milk, with lioney flows, ^nd plenty reigns. 
Vith fome few natives join'd, (omsfiianf few, 
Vho worlhip intVeft, and our track purfue, 
'here (hall wc, tho' the wretched people grieve, 
lavage at Ivge, nqr afk tlic owners leave. 

For us, the ear^h (hal! bring forth hef increafe i 
or us, the. flocks ihall wear a golden fleece ; 
at Beeves (\>ail yidd us dainties not our own, 
nd the grape bleed a ne(flar yet unknown -, 
or our Advantage fliall their harvefts grow, 
nd Scot/men re^p, what they diCiain'd to fow ; 
or us, the San (hall chmb the eaftem hill ; 
or us, the rain (hall fall, the dew diftil ; 
l^hen to our wi(hes Nature cannot rife, 
RT fliall be tafk'd to grant us fre(h fupplies. 
[is brawney arm (hall drudging Labour drain, 
iid for our pleafure fufifer daily pain ; 
RADE (hall for us exert her utnioft pow'rs^ 
[er*s all the toil, and all the profit, oar's i 
or us, tlie Oak fliall from his native fteep 
^cficend, and fearlefs travel thro' the deep ; 

I 4 The 
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The fail of Commerce for our ufc unfuri'd. 
Shall waft the treafures of each diflant world ; 
For us, fublimer heights (hall fcience reach. 
For us, their Statcfmen plot, their Churchmen preadi; 
Their nobleft limbs of counfel we'll disjoint. 
And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint ; 
Devouring War, imprifon'd in the north, ' 
Shall, at our call, in horrid pomp break forth. 
And when, his chariot wheels with thunder hung. 
Fell Difcord braying with her brazen tongue. 
Death in the van, with Anger, Hate, and Fear, 
And Defolation (laJking in the rear. 
Revenge, by Juftice guided, in his train. 
He drives impetuous o'er the trembling plain. 
Shall, at our bidding, quit his lawfiil prey. 
And to meek, gentle, gen'rous Peace give way. 

Think not, my fons, that this fo blefsM eftat^ 
Standi at a diftance on the roll of fate ; 
Already big with hopes of future fway. 
E'en from this cave I fcent my deftin'd prey, 
Think not, that this dominion o'er a race, 
Whofe former deeds fhall timers lad anhals grace. 



la 
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In the rough face of peril muft be fought. 
And with the lives of thoufands dearly bought ; 
No— fool'd by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laughs to fcom the blund'ring hero's heart. 
Into the fnare Ihall our kind neighbours fall 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all. 

When Rome, to prop her finking empire, bore 
Their choiceft levies to a foreign (hore, 
What if we feiz'd, like a deftroying flood. 
Their widow*d plains, and fiird the realm with blood. 
Gave an unbounded loofe to manly rage. 
And, fcoming mercy, fpar'd nor fex nor age ; 
When, for our intereft too mighty grown, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poiTefs'd the throne. 
What if we drove divifions to foment. 
And fpread the flames of civil difcontent, 
Afllfted thofe who *gain(l their king made head. 
And gave the traitors refuge when they fled j • 
When reftlefs Glory bad her fons advance. 
And pitched her ftandard in the fields of France, 
What if, difdaining oaths, an empty found. 
By which our nation ne\'er (hall be bound. 

Bravely 



I 



\\'Ii::t if we (\\\l R'\lt\1 the b.uiil 
And firove tJie Royal Vagrjiits t( 
W'lfh fierce rebellions (hook ih' t 
And grcady darM, tho' crofs'd b; 
Thcfc fai^s, which might, where 
Awake the very ftones to bar our 
Tljere (hall be nothing, nor one ti 
In the dull region of an EnglKh I 
Blefs'd with that Faith, which mc 
Firft they (lull Dupes, next Sahits 

Already i« this game of fate beg 
Under the fandion of my Darling 
That Son, of nature royal as his i 
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Shall for our cafe the raging floods reAnibi^ 
And iink the mountain level to the plain» 
Discord, whom ip 9 cav^it Mnder gfpum} 
With mafly fitters their late Patriot bopod. 
Where her own flefti the furious Hcg might tear. 
And vent her curfes to the vacant air. 
Where, that (he never might be heard of more. 
He planted Loyalty to guard the door. 
For better purpofe fliall Our Chief releafe, 
Difguife her for a time, and call her Peace. 

Lur'd by that name, fine engine of deceit. 
Shall the weak English help themfclvcs to cheat. 
To gain our love, with honours (hall they grace 
The old adherents of the Stuart race. 
Who pointed out, no matter by what name, 
Tories or Jacobites, are ftill the fame; 
To feoth our rage, the temporifing brood 
Shall break the ties of truth and gratitude, 
Againft their Saviour venom'd fal(hoods frame. 
And brand with calumny their William's name ; 
To win our grace, (rare argument of wit) 
To our untainted faith fhall they commit 

(Our 
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(Our faith which, in extremeft perils tried, 
Difdain*d, and (till difdains, to change Ixer fide,) 
That facred Majcfty they all approve. 
Who moft enjoys, and bed deferves their Love; 
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AMONGST the fons of men how few are koowil 
Who dare be juft to merit not their own! 
Superior virtue and fuperior fenfe 
To knaves and fools will always give offence j 
Nay, men of real worth can fcarcely bear. 
So nice is Jealouly, a rival there. 



St 
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Be wicked as thou wilt, do all thatV bafe. 
Proclaim thyfelf tlie monfter of thy race j 
Let Vice and Folly thy black Soul divide. 
Be proud with meannefs^ and be mean with pride ; 
Deaf to the voice of Faith and Honour, fall 
From fide to fide, yet be of none at all ; 
Spurn all thofe charities, thofe facred ties. 
Which Nature in her bounty, good as wife. 
To work our fafety, and enfure her plan, 
Contriv'd to bind, and rivet man to man ; 
'Lift againft Virtue Pow'rs oppreflive rod, 
B.tray thy Country, and deny thy God ; 
And, in one gcn'ral comprehenfive line. 
To group, which volumes fcarcely could define, 
Whate'er of Sin and Dullnefs can be faid. 

Join to a F 's heart a D 's head. 

Yet may'ft thou pafs unnotic'd in the throng. 
And, free from Envy, fafely fneak along. 
The rigid Saint, byvvhcm no mercy's fhewn 
To Saints whofe lives arc better than his own, 
Shall fpare thy crimes; and Wit, who never once 
Forgave a Brother, fliall forgive a Dunce. 



But 
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But (hould thy foul, formed in fome lucklefs hour, 

le IntVcft fcom, nor madly grafp at Pow'r j 

ould Love of Fame, in cv'ry noble mind 

brave difeafc, with love of Virtue join'd, 

ur thee to deeds of pith, where Cour. ge, tried 

Reafon's court) is amply juftified ; 

• fond of knowledge, and averfe to ftrife^ 

ould'ft Thou prefer the calmer walk of life ; 

ould'ft Thou, by pale and fickly Study ledi 

rfue coy Science to the Fountain head ; 

rtue thy guide, and Public Good thy end, 

ould ev'ry thought to our improvement tend^ 

) curb die paflions, to enlarge the mind, 

rge the (ick weal, and humanize mankind : 

ge in her ej-e, and Malice in her breaft^ 

doubled Horror grinning on her creft, 

3'cer each fnake, and (harper ev'ry dart^ 

lick from her cell (hall madd'ning Envy ilart, 

len (halt Thou find, but find alas ! too late, 

w vain is worth ! how (hort is Glory's date ! 

len (lialt Thou find, whiJfl Friends with Foes confpire 

> give more proof than virtue would dcfire, 

7 danger chiefly lies in afting well j 

^ crime^s fo great as daring to excel. 

Vql, L K Whilft 
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Whild Satire thus, difuaining mean contn>iiI> . 
Urg'd the free diiflates of an honed foul. 
Candour, who, with tlie charity of Paul^ 
Still thinks the beft, whenever (he thinks at all. 
With the fweet milk of human kindnefs bkfs^d, 
The furious ardour of my zeal reprefs'd. 

Can'ft Thou, with more than ufual warmth, flieoyVj 
Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy pride, 
Can'ft Thou, fevere by Nature as Thou art. 
With all tliat wond'rous rancour in thy heart. 
Delight to torture Truth ten thoufcnd ways. 
To fpin detra£Uon forth from themes of praife^ 
To make Vice fit, for purpofcs of ftrifc. 
And draw tlie Hag much larger than the life. 
To make the good feem bad, the bad fcem worft^ 
And reprefent our Nature as our curfe ? 

Doth not humanity condemn that zeal 
Which tends to aggravate and not to heal ? 
Dotii not difcretion warn thee of difgrace. 
And danger grinning flare thee in the face : 
Loud as the I3rum, which fpreading terror round 
From emptincfs acquires the pow'r of found ? 

Dotb 
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Doth not the voice of Norton ftrike thy ear, 

^.nd the pale Mansfield chill thy foul witb fear ? 

3o'ft Thou, fond man, believe thyfelf fecure, 

Jecaufe Thou'rt honeft, and becaufe Thou'rt poor f 

3o'ft Thou on Law and Liberty depend ? 

Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injur'd friend. 

Vrt Thou beyond the ruffian gripe of PowV ? 

'Vhen Wilkes, prejudg'dy is fentenc'd to thcTow'r? 

)o'ft Thou by Privilege exemption claim^ 

Vhen Privilege is little more than name? 

)r to Prerogative (that glorious ground 

)n which State-fcoundrels oft have fafety found) 

^o'ft Thou pretend, and there a fandion iind^ 

^npunifh'd^ thus to Libel human kind ? 

When Poverty, the Poet's conftant crime^ 
'Ompell'd thee, all unfit, to trade in rime, 
[ad not Romantic notions tum*d thy head, 
lad'ft Thou not valued Honour more than breaid^ 
fad Int'reft, pliant Int'reft, been thy guide, 
^nd had not Prudence been debauched by Pride, 
f> flatt'ry's ftream Thou would'ft have dipp'd thy penj 
applied to great, and not to honqft men, 

K a Nor 
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Nor (hould ConviAion have feduc'd thy h^ut 
To take the weaker tho* the better part. 

What but rank Folly, for thy curfe decreed^ 
CouM into S ATiR£'s barren path miflead. 
When, open to thy view, before thee lay 
Soul-foothing Panegyric's flow'ry way? 
There might the mufe have faunter'd at her eafe^ 
And, pleafing others, leam'd herfelf to pleafe. 
Lords (hould have liften'd to the fugarM treat. 
And Ladies^ fimp'ring, own'd it vaftly fweet ; 
Rsgues^ in thy prudent verfe with virtue grac'dy 
Foohy mark'd by thee as prodigies of Taftc, 
Mud have forbid, pouring preferments down. 
Such Wit, fuch Truth as thine to quit the gown. 
Thy facred Brethren too (for they no lefe 
Than Laymen, bring their ofF'rings to Succefs) 
Had haird Thee good if great, and paid the vovr 
Sincere as that they pay to God, whilft Thou 
In Lawn hadft whifper'd to a fleeping. croud> 
As dull a» R ^ and half as proud. 

Peace, Candour.— wifely had'ft thou faid, andwd 
Could Int'reft'in this breaft one moment dwell, 

Cou] 
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le, with profpedl of fiiccefs, oppofe 
n refolves which from Convidtion rofe. 
truckle to a Fool of State, 
e a favour from the man I hate. 
/e have others by fuch means' to (hine ; 
heir pra^ice, they may laugh at mine. 

1 this diarge, forgetful of thyfelf^ 
ad ailum'd the maxims of that Elf, 
God in wrath for man's difhonour fram'd, 
^c in Heav'n, amongfl us Prudence nam'd, 
-vili Prudence which I leave to thofe 
irc not be my Friends, can't be my Foes. 

[, with crud and opprefTive rimes, 
and tum'd misfortunes into crimes ; 
when Virtue gafping lay and low, 
irrant Vice, and added woe to woe ; 
lade Modedy in blufhes fpeak, 
wn the tear down Beauty's facred cheefc ; 
lamn'd then) in thought debas'd my lays, 
"id that Sex which Honour bids me praife ; 
rom vengeance by bafe views betray'd, 
s night funk injur'd Ayliff's (hade; 

K 3 Had 
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Had I (which Satiriils of mighty name, 
Renown'd in rime, revered (or moral hme. 
Have done before, whom Juftice (hall purfue 
In future verfe) brought forth to public yicw 
A noble Friend, and made his foibles knowq, 
Becaufe his worth was greater than my own ; 
Pad I fpar'd thofe (fo Prudence had decreed) 
Whom, God fo help me at my greateft need, 
I ne'er will fparc, thofe vipers to their King, 
Who fmooth their looks, and flatter whilft they fting, 
Or had I not taught patriot zeal to boa(( 
Of Thofe, who flatter leaft, but love him moft ; 
Had I thus f.nn'd, my fiubborn foul ihould bend 
At Candour's voice, and take, as from a friend. 
The deep rebuke ; Myfelf (hould be the firft 
To hate myfelf, and ftamp my Mufe accursed. 

But (hall my srm — fcn-bid it manly Pride^ 
Forbid it Reafon, warring on my fide — 
For vengeance lifted high, the ftroke forbear. 
And hang fufpended in the defart air. 
Or to my trembling fide unnerv'd fink down, 
jPalfied, forfooth, by Candour's half-made fifiown? 
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iThcn Juftice bids mc on, fliall I delay 
ccaufc infipid Candour bars my way I 
/hen (he, of all alike the puling friend, 
/ould difappoiat my Satire's nobled end, 
/hen (he to villains would a fandlion give, 
nd (belter thofe who arc not fit to live, 
/hen (he would fcreen the guilty from a bludi, 
nd bids me fpare whom Reafon bids me cru(h, 
11 leagues with Candour proudly I refignj 
le cannot be for Honour*s turn, nor mine. 

Yet come, cold monitor, half foe, half friend, 
^hom Vice can't fear, whom Virtue can't commend^ 
ome Candour, by thy dull IndiffVence known, 
hou equal-blooded judge. Thou lukewann drone, 
^ho, fafhion'd without feelings, doft expeft, 
^^ call that Virtue which we know Defedl j 
:)me, and obferve the nature of our crimes^ 
he grofs and rank complexion of the times^ 
bferve it well, and then review my plan ; 
aife if you will, or cenfure if you can. 

WhiKl Vice prefumptuous terds it as in fport, 
id Piety is only known at Court ^ 

K 4 Whilft 
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Whilft wretched Liberty expiring lies 
Beneath the fatal burthen of Excise ; 
Whilft nobles aft, without one touch of (hame^ 
What men of humble rank would blulh to name ; 
Whilft Honour's plac'd in higheft point of view, 
Worftiipp'd by thofe, who Juftice never knew j 
Whilft Bubbles of DiftiniSiofi wafte in play 
The hours of reft, and blunder thro' the day. 
With dice and cards opprobrious vigils keep, 
Then turn to ruin empires in their fleep j 
Whilft Fathers, by rclentlefs paflion led. 
Doom worthy injur'd fons to beg their bread. 
Merely with ill-got, ill-fay'd wealth to grace 
An alien, abjeftj poor, proud, upftart race ; 
Whilft Martin flatters only to betray. 
And Webb gives up his dirty foul for pay; 
Whilft titles fcrve to hufti a villain's fears ; 
Whilft Peers are Agent§ made, and Agents Peers, 
Whilft bafe betrayers are themfclvcs betray'd. 
And makers ruin'd by the thing they made ; 

Whilft C -, felfe to God and man, for gold. 

Like the old traitor who a Saviour fold. 

To ftiame his Mafter, Friend, and Father gives; 

Whilft Bute remains in pow'r, whilft Holland lives; 
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Can Satire want a fubje<5t, where Difdaii), 
By Virtue fir*d, may point her (harped drain. 
Where cloath'd with thunder. Truth may roll along. 
And Candour juftify the rage of fong ? 

Such things ! fuch Men before Thee ! fuch an Age ? 
Where Rancour, great as thine, may glut her rage. 
And (icken e'en to furfeit, where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down in fulled tide. 
May fpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while 
Juiitice behold the ruin with a fmile ; 
Whild I, thy foe mifdeem'd, cannot condemn. 
Nor difapprove that rage I wi(h to dem. 
Wilt thou, degenerate and corrupted, chufe 
To foil the credit of thy haughty Mufe ? 
With Fallacy, mod infamous, to dain 
Her Truth, and render all her anger vain ? 
When I beheld Thee incorred, but bcJd, 
A various comment on the Stage unfold ; 
When Players on Play'rs before thy fatirc fell. 
And poor Reviews confpir'd thy wrath to fwell ; 
When States and Statefmen next became thy care. 
And only kings were fafc if thou wad there j 

Thy 
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Thy cv'ry Word I wdgh'd in Judgixieat*s icalc. 
And in thy cv'ry word found Truth prevail. 
Why doft Thou now to FaUhood meanly fly i 
Not even Candour can fcwgivc a lye. 

Bad ss men are^ why ihoidd thy frafitic rimes 
TrafBck in Slander, and invent new crimes ? 
Crimes, which exiting only in thy mind. 
Weak Spleen brii^ forth to bhcken all Mankind. 
By pleafing hopes we lure the human heart 
To praclife Virtue, and improve in art ; 
To thwart thefe ends (which, proud of honeft Fam^ 
A noble Mufe would cherifli and enflame) 
Thy Drudge contrives, and in our foil career 
Sicklies our hopes with the pale hue of Fear ; 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain ; 
That w^at we feck, we never can obtain ; 
That, dead to Virtue, l(A to Nature's plan. 
Envy poflefles the whole race of man ; 
That Worth is criminal, and Danger lies. 
Danger extreme, in being good and wife. 

*Tis a rank faHhood ; fearch the world around. 
There cannot be fo vile a monfter found. 

Not 
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Not one fo vile, on whom fufpicicns fall 
Of that gro(s guilt, which you impute to all. 
Approved by thofe who difobey her laws. 
Virtue from Vice itfelf extents applaufe. 
'Her very foes bear witnefs to her ftate ; 
They will not love her, but they cannot hate. 
Hate Vutue for herfelf, with fpite purfue 
Merit for Merit's fake ! might this be mie, 
I would renounce my Nature with difdain. 
And with the beafls that perifh graa^ the plain ; 
Might this be true, had we fo far lill'd up 
The meafure of our crimes, and from the cup 
Of guilt fo deeply drank, as not to find, 
Thirding for fin, one drop, one dreg behind, 
Quick ruin muft involve this flaming ball. 
And Providence in Juftice crulh us all. 
None but the damn*d, and amongft them the worft, 
Thofe who for double guilt are doubly curs'd. 
Can be fo loft ; nor can the worft of all 
At once into fuch deep damnation fall ; 
By painful flow degrees they reach this crime. 
Which e'en in Hell muft be a work of time, 

Ccafc 
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Ccafe then thy gmlty rage, thou wayward fon, . 

With the foul gall of difcontcnt o*cr-run. 

Lift to my voice — ^bc horieft, if you can. 

Nor (lander Nature in her fav'rite man. 

But if thy fpirit, refolute in ill. 

Once having err'd, perfifts in error ftill. 

Go on at large, no longer worth my care. 

And freely vent thofe blafphemies in air. 

Which I would ftamp as falfe, tho* on the tongue 

Of Angels the injurious ilander hung. 

Dup'd by thy vanity (that cunning elf 
Wlio Ihares the Coxcomb to deceive himfelf ) 
Or blinded by that rage, did'ft Thou believe 
That We too, coolly, would ourfelves deceive? 
That We, as fterling falfliood would admit, 
Becaufe *twas feafon'd with fome little wit i 
When Fiftion rifes pleafing to the eye. 
Men will believe, becaufe they love the lye ; 
But Truth herfelf, if clouded with* a frown, ' 
Muft have ibme folemn proof to pafs her down* 
Haft Thou, maintaining that whidi muft difgrace 
And bring into contempt the human race. 

Haft 
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Haft Thou, or can*ft Thou, in Truth's facred court. 
To iave thy credit, and thy caufe fupport. 
Produce one proof, make out one real ground 
On which fo great, fo grofs a charge to found 1 
Nay, do'ft Thou know one man (let that appear, 
From wilful falftiood PIl proclaim thee clear) 
One man fo loft, to Nature fo untrue, 
From whom this gen'ral charge thy raftmefs drew ? 
On this foundation (halt thou ftand or fall — 
Prove that in One, which you have charg'd on All. 
Reafon determines, and it muft be done ; 
'Mongft men, or paft, or prefent, name me On^ 

Hogarth — ^I take thee. Candour, at thy word. 
Accept thy profTer'd terms, and will bo heard ; 
Thee have I heard with virulence declaim^ 
Nothing retain'd of Candour but the name ; 
By Thee have I been charg'd in angry ftrains 
With that meaix falfliood which my foul difiJains-— > 
Hogarth ftand forth — ^Nay hang not thus aloof— « 
Now, Candour, now Thou fhalt receive fuch proof. 
Such damning proof, that henceforth Thou ftialt fear 
To tax my wrath, and own my conduit dear- 
Hoc arth 
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HoCARTH ftand forth — ^I dare thee to be tried 

In that great Court, where Confcience muft preGdei , 

At that mod folemn bar bold up thy hand ; 

Think before whom, on what account you ftand—* 

Speak, but confider well — ^from firft to laft 

Review thy life, weigh cv'ry aftion paft— . 

Nay, you (hall have no reafon to complain-— 

Take longer time, and view them o'er agaii>-^ 

Can'd Thou remember fiiom thy earlieft youth. 

And as thy God muft judge Thee, fpeak the truths 

A fingle inftance where. Self laid afide. 

And Juftice taking place of foar and pride. 

Thou with an equal eye did'ft Genius view. 

And give to Merit what was Merit's due ? 

Genius and Merit are a fure offence. 

And thy foul fickens at the name of Senfe. 

Is any one fo foolifh to fucceed. 

On Envy's altar he is doom'd to bleed ? 

Hogarth, a guilty pleafure in his eyes. 

The place of Executioner fupplies. 

See bow lie glotes, enjoys the facred feaft. 

And proves himfelf by cruelty a prieft. 

Wh 
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Whilft the weak Artift, to thy whims a flavc, 
Would bury all thofc pow'rs which Nature gave. 
Would fufFer blank concealment to obfcure . 
Thofe rays, tliy Jealoufy could not endure j 
To feed thy vanity would ruft unknown. 
And to fecure thy credit blaft his own, 
In Hogarth he was fure to find a friend ; 
He could not fear, and therefore might commend. 
But when his Spirit, rous'd by honeft Shame, 
Shook off that Lethargy, and foar'd to Fame, 
When, with the pride of Man, refolv*d and ftrong. 
He fcorn'd thofe fears which did his Honour wrong, 
And, on himfelf determin'd to rely. 
Brought forth his labours to the public eye. 
No Friend in Thee, could fuch a Rebel know j 
He had defert, and Hogarth was his foe. 

Souls of a timVous caft, of petty name 
In Envy's court, not yet quite dead to (hame. 
May fome Rem^rfe, fome qualms of Confeience fed. 
And fuffcr Honour to abate their Zeal, 
But the Man, truly and compleatly great. 
Allows no rule of a<5lion but his hate ; 

Thra' 
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Thro* ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
Paflion bis Principle, and Parts his prey. 
Mediums in Vice and Virtue fpeak a mind 
Within the pale of Temperance confin'd ; 
The daring Spirit fconis her narrow fchemes. 
And, good or bad, is always in extremes. 

Man*s practice duly weigh'd, thro' ev'ry ag« 
On the fame plan hath Envy form'd her rage, 
'Gaind thofe whom Fortune hath our rivals made 
In way of Science, and in way of Trade, 
Stung with mean Jealoufy (lie arms her fpite, 
Firft works, then views their ruin with delight. 
Our Hogarth here a grand improver ftiincs. 
And nobly on the gen'ral plan refines ; 
He like himfelf o'erleaps the fervile bound ; 
Worth is his mark, wherever Worth is found. 
Should Painters only his vaft wrath fuffice i 
Genius in ev'ry walk is Lawful Prize. 
*Tis a grofs infult to his o'ergrown ftatej 
His love to merit is to feel his hate. 

When Wilkes, our Countryman, our common friend, 
Arofe, his King, his Countr)' to defend. 

When 
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Vhen tools of pow'r he b»*d to public view, 
^nd from their holes the fne-4cing cowards drew, 
Yhen Rancour found it far beyond her reach 
To foil his honour, and his truth impeach, 
Vhat could induce Thee, at a time and pl-^ce, 
Vhere manly Foes had blu(h*d to (hew their face. 
To make that effort, which muft damn thy name, 
ind (ink Thee deep, deep in thy grave with (hame ? 
)id Virtue move Thee ! no, 'twas Pride, rank Pride, 
Uid if Thou hadft not done it. Thou hadft dy'd. 
iIalice (who, difappointed of her end, 
AThether to work the bane of Foe or Friend, 
^reys on herfelf, and driven to the Stake, 
jives Virtue that revenge (he fcoms to take) 
^ad kiird Thee, tottVing on life's utmoft verge, 
iad WiLiC£S and Liberty efcap'd thy fcourge. 

When that ORE ATCHARTER,whichourFathers bought 
With their beft blood, was into queftion brought ; 
When, big with ruin, o'er each Engli(h head 
Vile Slav'ry hung fufpended by a thread ; 
When Liberty, all trembling and aghaft, 
Fear'd for the future, knowing what was paft ; 

Vol. L L When 



»46 EPISTLETO 

When ev'ry breaft was chill'd with deep defpair, 
^ Till Reafon pointed out that Pratt was there ; 
Lurking, mod Ruffian-like, behind a fcreen. 
So plac'd all things to fee, himfelf unfeen. 
Virtue, with due contempt, faw Hogarth ftand. 
The murdVous pencil in his paUied hand. 
What was the caufe of Liberty to him. 
Or what was Honour ? let them fink or fwim^ 
So he may gratify, without controul. 
The mean refentments of his felfifti foul. 
Let Freedom perifti, if, to Freedom true. 
In the fame ruin Wilkes may pcrifti too. 

With all the fymptoms of afliir'd decay. 
With age and ficknefs pinch*d, and worn away. 
Pale qulvVing lips, lank cheeks, and fault'ring tongue^ 
The Spirits out of tune, the Nerves undrung. 
Thy body fhriveird up, thy dim eyes funk 
Within their fockets deep, thy weak hams flinink 
The body's weight unable to fuftain. 
The ftream of life fcarcc trembling thro' the vein. 
More than half-kiird by honeft truths, which fell. 
Thro' thy own fault, from men who wifh'd thee wdl, 

Caa'ft 
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Can'ft thou, e*en thus, thy thoughts to vengeance give, 
And, dead to all things elfe, to Malice live ? 
Hence, Dotard, to thy clofet, (hut thee in. 
By deep repentance wa(h away thy fin, 
From haunts of men to (hame and forrow fly, 
Andy on the verge of death, learn how to die. 

Vain exhortation ! wadi the Ethidp white, 
Difcharge the leopard's fpots, turn, day to night, 
Conti:oul the courfe of Nature, bid the deep 
Hufli at thy Pygmy voice her waves to fleep. 
Perform tilings paffing ftrange, yet own thy art 
Too weak to work a change in fuch a heart. 
That, Envy, which was Woven in the frame 
At firfly will to the lail remain the fame. 
Reafon may droop, may die, but Envy's rage 
Improves by time, and gathers ftrength fi-om agp. 
Some, and not few, vain triflers with the pen. 
Unread, unpra^tis'd in the ways o( men. 
Tell us that Envy, who with giant ftride 
Stalks thro* the vale of life by Virtue's fide. 
Retreats wh^ fhe hath drawn her lateft breath. 
And calmly hears her praifes after death. 

L 2 To 
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To fuch ol)fervcrs Hogarth gives the lie; 
\v V .1. iii.ry be h».ars'd, but Envy cannot die ; 
\\- iih:ii the manfion of his gloomy breaft, 
A manrion fuited well to fuch a gueft ; 
Immortal, unimpair'd (he rears her head. 
And damns alike the living and the dead. 

Oft have I known Thee, Hogarth, we„k and vain, 
Thyfelf the idol of thy auk ward ftrain. 
Thro' the dull meafure of a fummer's day. 
In phrafe mcft vile, prate long long hours away, 
Vrhilft Friends with Friends, all gaping fit, and gaxc 
To hear a HoGA^iTif babble Hogarth's praife. 
Bur if athwart thee Interruption cgme. 
And mention'd with refpe^ fome Ancient's nanie, 
Some Ancient's name, who in the days of yore 
The crown of Art with greateft honour wore. 
How have I fcen thy coward cheek turn pale. 
And blank confufion fcize tliy mangled tale ? 
How hath thy Jcalouly to ra:.dnefs grown. 
And dcem'd his praife injurious to thy own ? 
Then without mercy did thy wrath make way. 
And Arts and Artifvs all became thy prey ; 

then 
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Then didft Thou trample on eftablUhM rules. 

And proudly levell'd all the ancient fchbols, 

ConJemn'd thofe works, with praife thro' ages grac*d, 

Which you had never fecn, or could n6t tafte. 

'* But would mankind have true Perfe£Hon (hewn, 

" It mull be found in labours of my own. 

'* I dare to challenge in one fingle piece, 

** Th' united force of Italy and Greece.*' 

TTiy eager hand the curtain tlien undrew, 

And brought the boafted Mafter-piece to view* 

Spare thy remarks — fay not a fingle word— 

The Pi^Slure feen, why is the Painter heard ? 

Call not up Shame and Anger in our cheeks ; 

Without a Comment Sigismunda fpeaks. 

Poor SicisMUffDA ! what a Fate is thine ! 
Dr'yden, the great High-Prieft of all the Nine, 
Rcviv'd thy name, gave what a Mufe could give, 
And in his Numbers bad thy Mcm'ry live ; 
Gave thee thofe foft fenfations, which might move 
And warm the coldeft Anchorite to Love j 
Gave thee that Virtue, which could curb defire, 
Kefine amd Confecrate Love's hsadfbpong fire } 

L 3 Gave 
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Gave thee tliofe griefs, ifvhich made the Stoic feel, 
And call'd compaflion forth from hearts of fteel ; 
Gave thee that firmnefs, whkh our Sex may (hame. 
And make Man bow to Woman's jufter claim. 
So that our tears, which from Compaffion^flow, 
Seem to debafe thy dignity of woe. 
But O, how much unlike! how falPn! how^hangM! 
How much from Nature, and herfelf eftrang'd ! 
How totally deprived of all the pow'rs 
To fhew her feelings, and awaken ours. 
Doth SiGisMUNDA now devoted ftand. 
The helplefs viftim of a Dauber's hand ! 

But why, my Hooarth, fuch a progitis mad^ 
So rare a Pattern for the Sign-port trade. 
In the full force, and whirlwind of thy pridr^ 
Why was Heroic Painting laid afide ? 
Why is It not refum'd ? thy Friends at Court, 
Men all in place and pow'r, crave thy fupport ; 
Be gmteful then for once, and, thro' the field 
Of Politics, thy Eptc Pencil wield. 
Maintain the caufe, which they, good lack ! avow, 
And would maintain too, but they know' not how. 

rhfff 
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Thro* cv'ry Panftil let thy Virtue tell 
H6W Bute prevailed. How Pitt and Temple fell ! 
How England's fons (whom They confpir*d to bleft 
Againft our Will, with ixifolent fuccels^ 
Approve thdr f^, and with addrefles run. 
How got, God knows, to hail the Scottish Sun ? 
Point out our £une in «war, when Vei^eance, hurPd 
Prom the ftrong arm ai Juftice, (hook the world j 
^hine, and thy Country's honour to encreafe. 
Point out the honours of fucceeding Peace ; 
Qyjt Moderation^ Clurifiian-Iike, djfplay. 
Shew, what we got, and what we gave away. 
In Colours, dull and heavy as the tale, 
Let a &i7//-Ghaos thro' the whole prevail. 

But, of events r^ardlels, whilft the Mufe, 
Perhaps with, too much heat, her theme purfues ; 
Whilft her quick Spirits rouze at Freedom's call. 
And ev'ry drop of blood is tum'd to gall, 
Whilft a dear Country, and an injur'd Friend, 
Urge my ftrong anger to the bitt'reft end, 
Whilft honeft trophies to revenge are rais'd 
Let not One read Virtue pais unprais'd. 

L 4 Juftiot 
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Judice with equal courfe bids Satire flow. 
And loves the Virtue of .her greateft foe. 

O ! that I here could that rare Virtue mean. 
Which fcoms the rule of Envy, Pride and Spleen, 
Which fprings not from the labourM Works of Art, 
But hath its rife from Nature in the heart. 
Which in itfelf with happinefs is crown'd. 
And fpreads with joy the bleffing all around ! 
But truth forbids, and in thefe fimple lap. 
Contented with a difF'rent kind of Praife, 
Muft Hogarth ftand ; tliat Praife which Genius gives, 
In Which to lateft time the Artijl lives. 
But not the Man \ which, rightly underftood. 
May make Us great, but cannot make us good. 
That Praife be Hogarth's \ freely let him wev 
The Wreath which Genius wove, and planted theit. 
Foe a$ I am, fliould Envy tear it down, 
Myfelf would labour to replace the Crown. 

In walks of Humour, in that caft of Style, 
Which, probing to the quick, yet makes us itiiife; 
In Comedy, his nat'ral road to fame. 

Nor let me call it by a meaiier name. 

Where 
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Where a beginning, middle, and an end 
Are aptly joined ; where parts on parts depend. 
Each made for each, as bodies for their foul. 
So as to form one true and perfe£l Whole, 
Where a plain Story to the eye is told. 
Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
Hogarth unrivaird ftahds, and ihaU engage 
Unrivall'd praife to the mod diAant age. 

How couId'A Thou then to Shame perverfcly run, . 
And tread that path which Nature bad Thee ihun i 
Why did ambition overleap her rules. 
And thy vaft parts become the Sport of Fools ? 
By difF'rent methods different Men excd. 
But where is He who can do all things well ? 
Humour thy Province, for fome monftrous crime " 
Pride ftruck Thee with the frenzy of Sublime. 
But, when the work was iinifli'd, could thy mind 
So partial be, and to herfelf fo blind. 
What with contempt All view'd, to view with awe. 
Nor fee thofc faults which ev'ry Blockhead law ? 
Blufli, Thou vain Man, and if deiire of Fame, 
Founded on real Art, thy thoughts inflame. 
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To quick dcdruftion Sigismunda give. 
And let her mem'ry die, that thine may live. 

But (hould fond Candour, for her Mercy fake. 
With pity view, and pardon this miftake ; 
Or (hould Oblivion, to thy wi(h moft kind. 
Wipe off that ftain, nor leave one trace behind ; 
Of Arts defpisd^ of Artists by thy frown 
AvSdfromjuft hopes ^ of rifmg Worth kept downy 
Qi all thy meannefs thro' this mortal raoe, 
Can'ft Thou tlie living memory erafe ? 
Or (hall not Vengeance follow to tlie grave. 
And give back juft that meafure which You gave ? 
With fo much merit, and fo much fuccefs. 
With fo much pow'r to curfe, fo much to blefs. 
Would He have been Man's fnend, inftead of foe, 
Hogarth had been a little God below. 
Why th^n, like favage Giants, fam'd of old. 
Of whom in Scripture Story we are told, 
Doft Thou in cruelty tlut ftrength employ, 
Which Nature meant to fave, not to deih-oy ? 
Why doft Thou, all in horrid pomp array-d, 
Sit grinning o*er the ruins Thou haft made \ 
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Moft rank Ill-nature muft applaud thy art ; . 
£ut even Candour muft confiemn thy heart. 

For Me, who warm and zealous for my Friend, 
In fpite of railing thoulands, will commend, 
Andy no leis warm and zealous 'gainft my foes, 
Spite of commending thoufands, will oppofe, 
I dare thy worft, with fcom behold thy rage. 
But with an eye of Pity view thy Age ; 
Thy feeble Age, in which, as in a glais. 
We fee how Men to diflblution pafs* 
Thou wriUhei Biing^ whom, on Reafon*s pha. 
So chang'd, fo loft, I cannot call a Man, 
What could perfuade Thee, at this time of life. 
To launch afre(h into the Sea of Strife ? 
Better for Thee, fcarcc crawling on the earth, 
Almoft as much a child as at thy birth. 
To have refign'd in peace thy parting breath. 
And funk unnotic'd in the arms of Death. 
Why would thy grey, grey hairs refSuitment brave. 
Thus to go down with forrow to the grave ? 
Now, by my Soul, it makes me blufh to know 
My Spirits could defcend to fuch a foe. 

WhatorflT 
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Whatever caufc the vengeance might provoke. 
It feems rank Cowardice to give the ftroke. 

Sure^ 'tis a curfe wHich angry Fates impofe. 
To mortify man's arrogance, that thoCe 
Who're fa(hion'd of fottie better fort of clay. 
Much fooner than the common herd decay. 
What bitter pangs mull humbled Genius feci. 
In their laft hours, to view a Swift and Steele ? 
How muft ill-boding horrors fill her breaft 
When She beholds Men, mark'd above the reft 
For qualities moft dear, plung'd from that height, 
'And funk, deep funk, in fecond Childhood's night ? 
Are Men, indeed, * fuch tilings, and are the bcft 
More fubjeft to this evil, than the reft. 
To drivel out whole years of Ideot Breath, 
And fit the Monuments of living Death f 
O, galling circumftar.ce to humin pride ! 
Abafing Thought, but not to be denied ! 
With curious Art the Brain too finely wrought. 
Preys on herfelf, and is deftroy'd by Thought. 
Conftant Attention wears the active mind, 
filots out her pow 'rs and leaves a blank behnd. 
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!ut let not Youth, to infolence allied, 

1 heat of blood, in full career of pride, 

oflefs'd of Genius, with unhallowM rage, 

lock the in6miitics of rev'rend age* 

'he greateft Genius to this Fate may bow ; 

.£YN0LDs, in timC) may be like Hogarth now. 
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^T r ITH eager fearch to dart the foul, 
^ ^ Curioufly vain, from Pole to Pole, 
And from the Planets wand'ring fphercs 
T' extort the number of our years. 
And whether all thofe years (hall flow 
Serenely fmooth, and free from woe, 
Or rucje Misfortune (hall deform 
Our life, with one continual ftorm \ 
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Or if the Scene fhaU modey be. 
Alternate Joy and Miferyy 
Is a defire, which, more or lefs. 
All Men muft feel, tho' few confcfs. 

Hence, cv'ry place and ev'ry age 
Affords fubilftence to the Sage, 
Who, free from this world and its cares^ 
Holds an acquaintance with the Stars,. 
From whom he gains intelligence 
Of things to come fome ages hence. 
Which unto friends, at eafy rates, 
. He readily communicates* 

At its firft rife, wliidi all agree on^ 
This noble Science was Chaldean, 
That ancient people, as they fed 
Their flocks upon the mountain's head, 
Gaz'd on the Star^, obferv'd their motions^ 
And fuck'd in Aftrologic notions. 
Which they fo eagerly purfue. 
As folks are apt whate'er is new. 
That things below at random rove, 
Whilft they're confulting things above ; 
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And when they now fo poor were grown^ 
That they'd no houfes of their own, 
They made bold with their friends the Stirs, 
And prudently made ufe of theirs. 

To Egypt from Chaldee it travell'd^ 
And Fate at Memphis was unraveU'd, 
Th* exotic Science foon ftruck rootj 
And flourifliM into high repute. 
Each learned Prieft, O ftrange to tdl ! 
Could circles make, and cad a fpell ; 
Could read and write, and taught the Nation 
The holy art of Divination. 
Nobles themfelves, for at that time 
Knowledge in Nobles was no crime. 
Could talk as learned as the Prieft, 
And prophefie as much at leaft. 
Hence all the fortune-telling Crewj 
Whofe crafty fkill marrs Nature's huc^ 
Who, in vile tatters^ witli fmirch'd facd. 
Run up and down from place to place, 
To gratify their firiends' defires, 
From Bampfield Ca&ew, to Moll SqpiRis^ 

Ma Am 
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Arc rightly tcrmM Egyptians all ; 
Whom we, miftaking, Gypsies call. 

The Grecian Sages borrow'd this. 
As they did other Sciences, 
From fertile Egypt, tho' the loan 
They had not honefty to o>¥n. 
Dodona's Oaks, infpir'd by Jove, 
A learned and propetic Grove, 
Turn'd vegetable Necromancers, 
And to all comers gave their anfwers ; 
At Delphos, to Apo^to dear, 
All men the voice of Fate might hear ; 
Each fubtle Prieft on three-Iegg'd ftool. 
To take in wife men, play'd the fool. 
A Myftery, fo made for gain. 
E'en now in fafliion muft remain. 
Enthufiafts never will let drop 
What brings fuch bufinefs to their fliop. 
And that Great Saint, we Whitefield call, 
Keeps up the Humbug Spiritual. 

Among the Romans, not a Bird, 
Without a Prophecy, was beard j 
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Fortunes of Empires often hung 

On the Magician Magpie's tongue. 

And ev'ry Crow was to the State 

A fure interpreter of Fate. 

Prophets, embodied in a College, 

(Time out of mind your feat of knowledge. 

For Genius never fruit can bear 

Unlefs it tirft is planted there. 

And folid learning never falls 

Without the verge of College walls) 

Infallible accounts would koep 

When it was beft to watdi or ileep. 

To eat or drink, to go or ftay. 

And when to fight or run away. 

When matters were for aftion ripe, 

fiy looking at a double tripes 

When Emperors would live or die 

They in an Afs^s fcuU could fpy ; 

When Gen'rals would their Nation keep. 

Or turn their backs. In hearts of Jhtep. 

In matters, whether fmall or great. 

In private families or ftate. 

As amongft us, the holy Seer 

Officioufly would interfere, 

M 3 With 
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With pious arts and rev'rcnd flcill 
Would bend Lay Bigots to his will. 
Would help dr injure ibes or friends, 
Juft as It ferv'd his private ends. 
Whether, in honeft way of trade. 
Traps for Virginrty wcr^ laid. 
Or if, to make their -party great, 
Defigns were form'd againft the State^ 
Regardlefs of the Common Weal, 
By Int'reft led, which they c^l Zeal^ 
Into the fcale was always thrown. 
The will of Heav-n to back their own. 

England, a happy land we know. 
Where Follies naturally grow. 
Where without Culture they arife. 
And tow'r above the common fizc ; 
England, a fortune-filing hoft. 
As num'rous as the Stars, could boaft. 
Matrons, who tofs the Cup, and fee 
The grounds of Fate in grounds of Tea, 
Who vers'd in ev*ry modeft'Iore, 
pan a loft Maidenhead reftore. 
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Or, if their Pupils rather chufe it. 

Can (hew the readied way to lofe it i 

Gypsies, who cv'ry ill caa cure. 

Except the ill of being poor. 

Who charms 'gainft Love and Agues fell. 

Who can in hen-rooft fet a fpell. 

Prepared by arts, to them beft knpwn^ 

To catch all feet exc^ their own. 

Who as to fortune can "unlock it;. 

As eafily as pick a pocket ; 

Scotchmen who, in^heir Country's right, 

Poflefs the gift of fecond-Jighty 

Who (when their barren heaths they quit. 

Sure argument of prudent wit. 

Which reputation to maintain. 

They never venture back again) 

By lyes prophetic heap up ricbea, . 

And boail the luxury ef breechfos. 

Amongft the reft, in fonner years, 
Campbell, illuftrious name, appears^ 
Great Hero of iututity^ 
Who blind could cv'ry tbiog/dr^^. 

Ma Wh^ 
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Who dumb could every ib^gforeteUj 
Who, Fate with equity to fell. 
Always dealt out the will oS Heaven, 
According to what price was given. 

Of Scottish race, in Highlands \xmiy 
Poflefs'd with native pride and fcom. 
He hither came, by cuftom led. 
To curfe the hands whidi gave him bread. 
With want of truth, and want of fenfe. 
Amply made up by impudence, 
{k fuccedaneum^ which we find. 
In common ufe with all mankind) 
Carcfs'd and favoured too by thofe, 
Whofe heart with Patriot feelings glows. 
Who FOOLISHLY, whcrc'cr difpers'd. 
Still place their native Country firft ; 
(For Englishmen alone have fenfe. 
To give zjiranger preference, 
Whilft modeft merit of their own, 
Is left in poverty to groan) 
Campbell foretold, juft what he wou*d. 
And left the Stars to make it good \ 
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On whom he had imprefs'd fuch awe. 

His dictates current pafs'd for Law ; 

Submiffive all his Empire own^d ; 

No Star durft fmile, when Campbell frownM. 

This Sage deceased, for all muft die. 
And Campbell's no more fafe than I, 
No more than I can guard the heart. 
When Death (hall hurl the fatal dart. 
Succeeded, ripe in art and years. 
Another favVite of the fpheres. 
Another and Another caime. 
Of equal fkill, and equal fame \ 
As wliite each wand, as black each gown. 
As long each beard, as wife each frown. 
In ev'ry thing fo like, you'd fwear, 
Campbell himfelf was fitting there. 
To all the happy Art was known. 
To tell our fortunes, make tlnir awn. 

Seated in Garret, for you know. 
The nearer to the Stars we go. 
The greater we efteem his art. 
Fools curious flock*d from ev'ry part. 

Tte 
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The Rich, the Poor, the Maid, the Mairied^ 
And thofe who could not walk, were carried. 

The BuTLi^, hanging down his head. 
By Chamber- Maid^ or Cook- Maid led. 
Enquires, if from his friend the Moon^ 
He has advice of pilfer'd fpoon. 

The CouRT-^BREB Woman otxovuirtWp 

(Who, to approve her difpo(itioi> 
As much fuperior, as her birth. 
To thofe composed of common earth. 
With double fpirit muft engage 
In ev'py folly of the age) 
The honourabk arts would buy. 
To pack the Cards, and cog a Die. 

The Hero (who for brawn arid face 
May claim right honourable place 
Amongft the chiefs of Butcher-Row^ 
Who might fome thirty years ago, 
If we may be allow'd to guefc 
At his employment by his drefs. 
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Put med'cines off from cart or ftagc, 
Thp grand Toscano of the agfc. 
Or might about the countries go. 
High Steward of a Puppet^ftiew, 
Steward anS Stewardjhrp htoft maty 
For all knew puppits never eat ; 
Who ^ould be thought, (tho*, favc the mtrk» 
That point is fomething m the dark) 
The man of Honour ^ one Eke thofe 
Renown'd in ftory, who lov'd blows 
Better than viduals, and would fight. 
Merely for fport, from mom to night ; 
' Who treads like Mayors iirm, whofe tongue. 
Is with the tripple thunder hung, 
Who'cries to fis ar — ^ftand off-— aloof— 
And talks as he were cannon-proof. 
Would be deem'd ready, when you lift. 
With fword and piftol, ftick and fift, 
.Carelefs of points, balls, bruifes, knocks. 
At once to fehce, fire, cudgel, box. 
But at the fame time bears about. 
Within himfelf, fome touch of doubt. 
Of prudent doubt, which hints — ^that fiune 
Is nothing but an empty name^ 

That 
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That life is rightly underftood 
£y all to be a real good ; 
That, even in a Heroes heart, 
Difcretion is the better part; 
That this fame Honour may be won. 
And yet no kind of danger run) 
Like Drugger comes^ that magic powVs 
May afcertain his lucky hours* 
' For at fome hours the fickle dame^ 
Whom Fortune properly we name, 
WIk> ne'er confiders wrong or rights 
When wanted moft plays leaft in fight. 
And, like a modern CourUbredyXt^ 
Leaves her chief favVites in a tilt. 
Some hours there are, when from the heart 
Courage into fome other part. 
No matter wherefore, makes retreat^ 
And fear ufurps the vacant feat ; 
Whence planet-Jlruck we often find, 
Stuarts and Sackvilles of mankind. 

Farther he'd know (and by his art 
A conjurer can that impart) 
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Whether politer it is reckon'd 

To have or not to have a fecond, 

To drag the friends in, or alone 

To make the danger all their own ; 

Whether repletion is not bad. 

And fighters with full flomachs mad ; 

Whether before he fecks the plain. 

It were not well to breathe a vein ; 

Whether a gentle falivation, 

Confiftently with reputation. 

Might not of precious ufe be found. 

Not to prevent indeed a wound. 

But to prevent the confcquence 

Which oftentimes arifes thence, 

Thofe fevers, which the patient urge on 

To gates of death, by help of furgeon ; 

Whether a wind at eaft or weft 

Is for green wounds accounted beft j 

Whether (was he to chufe) his mouth 

Should point towards the north or fouth ; 

Whether more fafely lie might ufe. 

On thcfe occafions, pumps or fhocs ; 

Whether it better is to fight. 

By Sun-Jhine^ or by Candlt-li^hf -, 
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Or (left a ca7ulle ihould appear 
Too mean to ihine ift fuch a fpbere^ 
For who would of a candle tell 
To light a hero into hell. 
And left die Sun ftiould partial rife 
To dazzle one or t'other's eyes. 
Or one or t'other's brains to fcorch) 
Might not DaTne Luna hold a torch ? 

Thefe points with dignity difcufs*d. 
And gravely iix'd, a ta(k which muft 
Require no little time and pains. 
To make our hearts friends with our brains^ 
The Man of War would next engage 
The kind afliftance of the fage. 
Some previous method to dire(fl. 
Which ftiould make thele of none effeft. 

Could he not, from the myftic fchool 
Of art, produce fomfr facred rule. 
By which a knowledge might be got. 
Whether men valiant werQ, or not. 
So he that challenges might write 
Only to thofe who would not fight ? 
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Or could he not, fome way di§>cnfc. 
By help of which (without oiffence 
To Honour J whofe nice nature's fuch. 
She fcarce endures the flighted touch) 
When he for want of t'other rule 
Miftakes his man, and, like a fool. 
With fome vain fighting blade gets in. 
He fairly may get out again ? 

Or, ftiould fome Daemon lay a fchemc 
To drive him to the laft extreme. 
So that he mud confefs his fears, 
In mercy to his nofe and ears. 
And like a prudent recreant knight, 
RatheV do any thing than fight. 
Could he not fome expedient buy 
To keep his fliame from public eye ? 
For well he held, and men review. 
Nine in ten hold the maxim too. 
That Honour's like a Maiden-bead^ 
Which if in private brought to bed, 
Is none the worfe, but walks the town^ 
Ne'er loft, until the I0& be known. 

Tht 
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'J->aivi of deception, n 
With circumfpcaion i 
To Confrer^ as he do< 
Tliro' fome bye Alley, 
With the fame caution 
Confuits the Stars^ and 

The CITIZEN, in fr 
Who knows no Deity I 
Worn out, and gafping 
A Med'cine wants to k© 

Would know, if THAT 
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By his dire(£tions came about^ 
And rofe to Par^ he (hould fell out i 
Whether he fafely might, or no. 
Replace it in the Funds iekw. 

By all addrers'd^ believed, 'and paid^ 
Many purfu'd the thriving trade. 
And, great in reputation grown, 
SuccefTive held the Magic throne. 
Favoured by cv'ry darling pailion. 
The love of Novelty and Fafliion, 
Ambition, Av'rice, Luft, and Pridd| 
Riches pour'd in on ev'ry fide. 
But when the prudint Laws thought fit 
To curb this infolence of Wit ; 
When Senates wifely had Provided, 
Decreed, EnaAed, and Decided, 
That no fuch vile and upftart elves 
Should have more knowledge than themfelveti 
When Fines and Penalties were laid 
To ftop the progrefs of the trade. 
And Stars no longer could difpede, 
With honour^ farther influence, 

OL. L N A&d 
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Obiig'd lo Aeer fome other cou 
By various ways, thefe Sons of 
Their Fortunes labour'd to adv 
Well knowing, by unerring rul 
Knaves Aarve not in the hand 

Some, with high Titles and 1 
Which wife Men borrow when i 
Without or trouble or expencc, 
Physicians inftantly commena 
And proudly boafl an equal fkill 
Wkh thofc who claim the right \ 

Others about the Countries ro 
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Some, the more fubde of their race, 
(Who felt fome touch of Coward Grace, 
Who Tyburn to avoid had wit. 
But never fear*d deferving it) 
Came to their Brother Smollett's aid. 
And carried on the; Critic trade. 

Attached to Letters and the Mufe, 
Some Verfes wrote, znd feme wrote News, 
TTntfe each revolving Month arc feen. 
The Heroes of a Magazine 5 
Thefe^ ev'ry morning, great appear, 
In Ledger, or in Gazetteer ; 
Spreading the fal(hoods of the day. 
By turns fpr Faden and for Say j 
Like Swiss, their force is always laid 
On that fide where they beft are paid. 
Hence mighty Prodjgies arife, 
And daily Monsters ftrike our eyes ; 
IVonders^ to propagate the trade, 
More ftrange than ever Baker made. 
Are hawk'd about from ftreet to ftreet. 
And Fools believe, whilft Liars eat. 

N 2 Now 
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Now armies in the air engage. 
To fright a fuperftitious age ; 
Now Comets thro' the ^ther range. 
In Governments portending change ; 
Now rivers to the Ocean fly. 
So quick they leave their chaxmels dry ; 
Now monftrous Whales on Lambeth (hore» 
Drink the Thames dry, and thirft for more^ 
And ev'ry now and then appears 
An Irish Savage numbering years> 
More than thofe happy 5ages cou*d. 
Who drew their breath before the floodL 
Now, to the wonder of all people, 
A Church is left without a SteepU j 
A SteepU now is left in lurch. 
And mourns departure of the ChurAy 
Which, borne on wings of mighjty wiad» • 
Remov'd a furlong cff we find. 
Now, wrath on Cattle to difcharge, 
^Hail-ftones as deadly fall, and large 
As tliofe which were on Egypt fent,. 
At once their crime ^d puni(hm^ht,- 
Or thofe which, as the Prophet writes, 
EeU on. the necks of Amorites,, 

When 
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When, (truck with wonder and amaze. 
The Sun fufpended, ftay'd to gaze. 
And, from h^r dbty longer kq)t, 
Jn AjALON his S^yter flept* 

But if fuch things no more 6ngage 
The Tafte of a politer age. 
To he!p them out in time' of need 
Jnother ToFTs muft RaMlis bttjed. 
Each pregnant Female trethbllttg hears. 
And, overcome with fpleen and fears, 
Confults her faithful glaS ho ttiore. 
But madly bounding o'^r the floor. 
Feels hairs all o'er her body grow. 
By Famcy tum'd intd a Doe. 

Now to pfomcfte their ptivTLt^ ends. 
Nature her ufual courfe fufpcnds. 
And varies from the ftated plan 
Obferv'd e'er fince the World began. 
Bodies^ (which foollflily we thought. 
By Cuftom's fervilc maxitns taUght, 
Needed a regular fupply. 
And witliout nouriihment muft die) 

N 3 With 
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With cni\ing appetites, and (enfe ' 

Of Hunger eafily difpenfe. 

And, pliant to their wond'rous (kill. 

Are taught, like watcbesy to ftand ftill 

Uninjur'd, for a month or more j 

Then go on as they did before. 

The Novel takes, the Tale fuccee^. 

Amply fuppHes its author's needs. 

And Betty Canning is at leaft. 

With Gascoyne's hdp, a fix months feaft. 

Whilfl in contempt of all our pains, 
The Tyrant Superstition reigns 
Imperious in the heart of Man, 
And warps his thoughts from Nature's plan ; 
Whilft fond Credulity, who ne'er 
The weight of wholefome doubts could bear. 
To Reafon and Herfelf unjuft. 
Takes all things blindly up on truft ; 
Whilft Curiosity^ whofe rage 
No Mercy (hews to Sex or Age, 
Muft be indulg'd at the expence. 
Of "Judgment^ Truthy and Common Senfe j 
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' Impoftures cannot but prevail, * 
And when old Miracles grow ftale. 
Jugglers will ftill the art purfue. 
And entertain the world with New. 

For Them, obedient to their will. 
And trembling at their n>ighty (kill. 
Sad Spirits, fummon'd from the tomb, 
Glide glaring ghaftly thro* the gloom. 
In all the ufual Pomp of ftorms. 
In horrid cuftomary forms, 
A Wolf, a Bear, a Horfe, an Ape, 
As Fear and Fancy give tliem (hape, 
7'ormented with defpair and pain. 
They roar, they yell, and clank the chain. 
Folly and Guilt (for Guilt, howe'er 
The face of Courage it may wear. 
Is ftill a Coward at the heart) 
At fear-created phantoms ftart. 
The Priest, that very word implies 
That he's both innocent and wife,- 
Yet fears to travel in the dark, 
Unlels efcorted by his Clerk. 

N 4 But 
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But let not ev*iy Bungkr deem 
Too lightly of fo deep a fcfaeme : 
For repQtatioiv of th^ Att^ 
Each Gho$t unift ad a ^oper piit, 
pbfcrvc DecorunC% needful grace. 
And keep the hws of Tim and PJacsy 
Muft *change^ with hsq^T yan^tiop, 
His manners wkh his fituation ; 
What in the Counfry nsight pa& down^ 
Would be impertinent ill Towiu 
No Spirit of di/creti^H hzk^ 
Can think of breeding aw(3 apd feay, 
■Twill ferve the purpofe more by half 
To make the Congr^tim laugh. 
IVe want no enfigns of furprize. 
Locks iliif with gore, and fawcer eye^^ 
Give us an entertaining Sprite^ 
Gentle, Familiar, and Polite, 
One who appears in fuch a form 
As might an holy Hermit warm. 
Or who on former fchemes refines. 
And only talks by ibunds and figns. 
Who will not to the eye zpgescc^ 
Put pays her vifits to the ear^ 



A? 
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And knocks fo gently, 'twould not fright 

A Lady in the dlrkcft Night. 

Such is Our Fanny, whofe good will, 

Which cannot in the Grave lie ftill. 

Brings her on Earth to entertain 

^er Friends and Lovers in Cock-La nb. 



»8s 



END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 
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BOOK 11. 



A Sacred (landard Rule we find 
•^^ By Poets held time out of mind. 
To offer at Apollo's (hrine. 
And call onOne, or All the Nine. 



This Cuftom, thro' a Bigot zeal. 
Which Moderns of fou Tafte muft feci, 
For thofe who wrote in days of yore. 
Adopted (lands like many more. 



Tho* 
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Tho' cv*ry Caul<» whieh then conf^d 
To make it pradlis'd and admir'd. 
Yielding to Time's deftrudive courfc. 
For ages paft hath loft its force. 

With ancient Bards, an Invocation 
Was a true aft of Adoration, 
Of Worihip an eflential part, 
-And not a Iprmal piece of Art, 
Of paultry leading a Pafude, 
A dull folemnity in trade, 
A pious Fever, taught to bum 
An hour or two, to ferve t turif. 

They talk'd not of Castalian Springs^ 
By way of faying pretty things j 
As we drcfs out our flinifey Rimes ; 
'Twas the RELicroN of the Timeiy 
And they bclievM that holy ftreattt 
With greater force made Fancy teem, 
Reckon'd by all a true fpecific 
To make the barren brain prolific : 
Thus Romish CHUkCH (a fcheme which bears 
Not half fo much excufe as theirs) 

Since 
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Since Faith impJi^itly hatb taught her. 
Reveres the force of Hoiy jyartsr. 



The Pagan System, whether true 
Or falfe, its flrength, like Building$j drew 
From m^uiy parts difpos*d tQ bc^ar 
In one great Whole, their proper (hare. 
Each God of emimnt degres^ 
To fome vail Beani compared might be $ 
* Each GoDLiNG was a PegyOX rather 
A Cramps to keep the Beams together ; 
And Man as fafely might pretend 
From Jov£ the tiwuUr-hk tg reiKl> 
As with an impious pride afpipe 
To rob Apollo of his Zyivw 

With fettled faith and pious 9W^ 
Eftablifli'd by the voice o£ Law, 
Then PoBTS to the Musts cson^ 
And from their Altars csa^ht the.flaim* 
Genius, with Phoebus for hii^ ^uid^ 
The Muse afccnding by hi^ ddt^ 
With tow'ring pinions dv'4 to. fear^. 
Where eye could fcarcel)^ (bmn hitfyr^. 

But 



iqo THE GHOST. 

But why (hould We, who cannot fed 
Thcfe glowings of a Pagan zeal. 
That wild enthufiaftic force. 
By which, :dx>ve her common courfe. 
Nature in Exftacy up-borne^ 
Look*d down on earthly diings with Icom ; 
JVho have no more regard, 'tis known. 
For their Religion than nar owHj 
And feel not half fo fierce a flame 
At Clio's as at Fisher's name ; 
Who know thefe ho2&tAfacredJireams 
Were mere romandc idle dreams. 
That Thames has waters clear as thofe 
Which on the top of Pindus rofe. 
And that the Fancy to refine. 
Water's not half fo good as Wine ; 
Who knowy if Profit ffaikes our eye. 
Should we drink Helicon quite dry, 
Th' whole fountain would not thither lead 
So foon as one poor jug fiwm Tweed ; 
Who J if to raife poetic fire. 
The Pow'r of Beauty we require. 
In any public place can view 
More than the Grecians ever knew ; 



li 
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If JVit into the fcale is thrown. 
Can boaft a Lennox of our own ; 
Why fliould we fervile cuftoms chufe. 
And court an antiquated Mufe f 
No matter why — ^to a/k a Reafon 
In Pedant Bigotry is Treafon. 

In the broad, beaten, turnpike-road 
Of hackney* d Panegyric Ode^ 
No Modem Poet dares to ride 
Without AroLLO by his fide. 
Nor in a Sonnet take the air, 
Unlefe his Lady Mufe be there. 
She, from fome Afnaranthine grove, 
XVhere little Loves and Graces rove. 
The Laurel to my Lord mull bear, 
Or Garlands make for whores to wear ; 
She, with foft Elegiac verfe, 
Muft grace fome mighty villain^s hearfe. 
Or for fome Infant^ doom'd by Fate 
To wallow in a large eftate. 
With Rimes the Cradle muft adorn. 
To tell the World a Fool is boni. 

, Since 
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Since then our Critic Lo|ids exped 
No hardy Poet (hould rqcft 
Eftab i(h d maxims, or prefume, 
To pla e much better in their room. 
By Nature fearful, I fubmit^ 
And in this dearth of Senfe and Wit, 
With nothing dtne^ and little faidy 
(By wild excurfive Fancy led. 
Into a fecond Book thus far. 
Like fome unwary Traveller^ . 
Whom varied fcenes of wood and lawn. 
With treacherous delight, have drawn \ 
Deluded from his purpos'd way. 
Whom ev'ry ftep leads more aftray ; 
Who gazing round can no where fpy. 
Or houfe, or friendly cottage nigh. 
And refolution feems to lack 
To venture forward or go back) 
Invoke fomc Godd£SS to defcend. 
And help me to my joumey*s end. 
Tho' confcious Arrow all the while. 
Hears the petition with a fmik. 
Before the glafs her charms unfolds. 
And iti^herfclf my Mufe beholds; 

Trvtm 
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Truth, Goddess of celeftial birth. 
But little lov'd, or known on earth, 
Whofe pow'r but feldom rules the heart, 
Whofe name, with hypocritic art. 
An errant (lalking borfe is made, 
A dug pretence to drive a trade. 
An inftrument convenient grown 
To plant, more firmly, Falshood's throne. 
As Rebels vamifti o*cr their caufc 
With fpccious colouring of Laws, 
And pious Traitors draw the knife 
In the King's Name againft his lift \ \ 

Whether (from Citiis far away. 
Where Fraud ^ndFalJhood fcom thy fway) 
The faithful Nymph's and Shepherd's pride. 
With Love and Virtue by thy fide, ' 

Your hours in harmlefs joys are fpent 
Amongft the Children of Content ; 
Or, fond of gaiety and fport. 
You tread the round of England's Court, 
Howe'er my Lord may frowning go. 
And treat the Stranger as a Foe^ 
Sure to be found a welcome gueft 
In George's and in Charlotte's brcaft i 
OL. I. O Jf 
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If, in the ghWy hours of Youth, 
My conftant foul adber'd to Truth j 
If, from the Tinie I firft wrote Man,' 
I ftill purfu'd thy (acred plan. 
Tempted by Intercft in vain 
To wear mean Falflicod's goldcii chain g 
If, for a fcafon drawn away. 
Starting from Virtue^ path aftray,. 
All low difguife I fconf d to try. 
And dar'd to fin, but not to lyc.j 
Hither, O hither, condefcend, 
J^TERNAL Truth, thy fteps to bend. 
And favour Him^ who cv'ry hour 
Confeiles and obeys thy powV ! 

But come not with that eafy mien. 
By which you won the lively Deak, 
Nor yet a/Tume that Sb'umpet air. 
Which Rabelais taught Thee firft to irfvcar^ 
Nor yet that arch ambiguous face, 
Which witli Cervantes gave thee grace,^ 
But come in facred vefture clad. 
Solemnly dull, and truly fad ! 



Fi 
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Far from thy fecaUy Matron train 
Be Ideot Mirth, and Laughter vainJ 
For Wit and Humoub., which pretend 
At once to pleafe us and amend, 
TZty are not for my prefent turn. 
Let them remain in France with Sterke. 

Of Nobleft City Parents bom, 
Whom Wealth and Dignities adorn. 
Who ftill one condant tenor keep. 
Not quit awake, nor quite afleep. 
With Thee, let formal Dullness come, 
And deep Attention, ever dumb. 
Who on her lips her fingers lays, 
Whilft every circumftance (he weighs, 
Whofe down-caft Eye is often found 
Bent without motion to the ground. 
Or, to fome outward thing confin'd. 
Remits no image to the mind. 
No pregnant mark of meaning bean. 
But ftupid without Vifion ftares ^ 
Thy fteps let Gravity attend, 
lVifdonC% and Tru^'s unerring friend, 

O a For 
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For One may fee with half ^neye, ' ^ 
lliat GRAvrTY c»n never lye ; * 
AikI his arch*d brow, pull'd o'er his eyes. 
With folemn proof prochims him IVife^ 

Free from all waggeries and fports. 
The produce of luxurious Courts^ 
Where Sloth and Luft enervate Youth, 
Come Thou J sl down-right City Truth ; 
The City, which we ever find 
A fober pattern for Mankind, 
Where jlian^ in Equilibrio hung. 
Is feldom Old, and- never Young, 
And from the Cradle to the' Grave, 
Not Virtue's friend, nor Vice's flavc ; 
As Dancers on the IPlrf we fpy. 
Hanging between the Earth and Sky. 

She comes — I fee her from afar 
Bending her courfe to Temple Bar : 
All fage and filent is her train. 
Deportment grave, and garments plain. 
Such as may fuit a Parfons wear. 
And fit the Head-piece of a Mayor. 
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By Truth iufpir'd, §ur Bacon's force 
Open'd the way to Leaming*s fource ^ 
Boyle thro' the works of Nature ran ; 
And Newton, fomething more than Man, 
Div'd into Nature's hidden fprings. 
Laid bare the principles of things. 
Above the earth our fpirits bore^ . 
And gave us Worlds unknown before. 
By Truth infpir'd, when Lauder % fpight 
O'er Milton caft the Veil of Night, 
Douglas arofe, and tlm>' the maze 
Of intricate and winding ways. 
Came where the fubtle Traitor lay. 
And dragg'd him trembling to the day ; 
Whilft He (O (hame to nobleft parts, 
Diflionour to the Lib'ral Arts, 
To traffic in fo vile a fcheme!) 
Whilft He, our Liifer^dPoLypHEMM, 
Who hzd CoNfed'ritte {(jTQCS join'dy 
Like a bafe Coward, fkulk'd behii^. 
By Truth infpir'd, our Critics go 
To track Fingal in Highland how j 
To form their own and otiicrs Creed 
From Manufcripu they ainnot read. 

O 3 By 



To Fanny's GhojVy LeJnaci ru 
By Truth and Fanny now ii 
I feel my glowing bofom fir'd ; 
Dcfire beats high in ev'ry vein 
To fing the Spirit of Cock-I 
To tell (juft as the meafure flov 
In halting rime, half' verfe, half 
With more than mortal Arts end 
How She United force withftood, 
And proudly gave a brave defian 
To IVit and Dullmfi in Alliance 

This APVARiriON[yA\\ 
To ancient modes of Dertvethn 
Tins we may properly fo call. 
Although it ne'er appears at all. 
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Superior to tiie vulgar rncde^ 

Nobly difdains that fervile road, . • 

Which Cowafxl Ghofts, as it appears. 

Have walked in full five thou&nd years. 

And for reftraint too mighty grown, ^ 

Strikes out a method of btrmtm. - 

Others, may meanly fbrt away, .^ 

Aw'd i>y the Herald of the. Day, 
With facuhies too weak to bear 
The freftinefs of the Morning air. 
May vani(h with the melting gloom^ 
And glide in filence to the tomb ; 
She dares the Sun*s mcft piercing lights 
And knocks by Day as well as Night* 
Others^ with mean and partial view. 
Their vifits pay to cne or two ; 
Shi^ great in Reputation grown, , 
Keeps tl\e bcft Company in Town. 
Our aftivc cnterprifing Ghoft, 
As large and fplendid Roots Can boa(l ' 
As thofc v;hich, rais'd by Pridk*s command. 
Block up t::e pafllif e thro* tiK Strand, 

O 4 Great 
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Great adepts in the fighting trade. 
Who ferv'd their time on the Parade ; 
She Saints who, true to pleofure's plan. 
Talk about God, and luft for maii \ 
Wits, who believe nor God, nor Ghoft, 
And Fools, who worihip ev*ry poft ; 
Cowards, whofe lips with war are hung ; ' 
Men truly brave, who hold their tongue ; 
Courtiers, who laugh they know not why. 
And Cits, who for the fame caufe cry ; 
' The canting Tabernacle Brother, 
(For one Rogue ftill fufpedls another) 
Ladies, who to a Spirit fly. 
Rather than with their Hujhands lie ; 
Lords, who as chaftly pafs their lives 
With other Women as their IVivts ; 
Proud of their intdle£ls and cloaths 
Phyficians, Lawyers, Parfons, Beaux, 
And, truant from their defks and (hops, . 
Spruce Temple Clerks, and *Prenticc Fops, 
To Fann'y come, with the fame view. 
To find her falfe, or find her true. 



Hark! 
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Hark ! ibmething creeps about the houfe ! 
Is IT a Spirit^ or a Moufe? 
Hark ! Ibmething y?r^7/rA« round the room ! 
A C^7/, a Raty ^JiuhKd Birch-Broom. 
Hark ! on the wainfcot now it knocks! 
If Thou'rt a GhoJ}^ cried Orthodox, 
With that zRcAtd/olemn air 
Which Hypocrites delight to wear. 
And all th<^t/orms of Consequence 
Which Fools adopt infiead of Smfe^ 
If Thou'rt a Ghoji^ who from the tomb 
Stalk'ft hAlyftlent thro' this gloom. 
In breach of Nature's ftated laws. 
For goody or bad^ or for no caufe. 
Give now nine knocks; like Priests of old. 
Nine w€ ^facred Number hold. 

'Plha, cried Profound, (a man of parts. 
Deep read in all the curious Arts, 
Who to their hidden fprings had trac'd 
The force of Numbers, rightly placd) 
As to the Number^ you are right. 
As to the form miftaken quite. 

Whafs 
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What's Njne?— Ydur Adepts aO agrco^ 
The Virtue lies in Thru timet Thne. 

He faid, no need to £iy it twice, 
For Thrice She imck'dy and Thrice, and Thrice. 

The Crowd, confounded and amaz'd. 
In filcnce at each other gaz'd. 
From C JELi a's hand th« SnuiF-bQx iUl, 
Tinsel, who ogled with the Belle, 
To pick it up attempts in vain. 
He ftoops, but cannot rife again. 
Immane Pomposo was not heard 
T' import one crabbed foreign word. 
Fear feizes Heroes, Fools, and Wits, 
And Plausiblj5 his pray'rs forgets. 

At length, as People ]u(l awaSce^ 
Into wild diflbnance they break ; 
All talk'd at once, but not a word ■ 
Was underftood, or plainly hear^. . 
Such is the npife of ch itt'ring Geefe, 
Slow failing on the Summer breeze j 

Suci 
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Such is the language Discord fpeaks 

In IVelch women o'er beds of Leeks ; • , 

Such the confusM and horrid founds 

Of Irijh in Potatoe grounds. 

But tir'd j for even C 's tongue 

Is not on iron hinges hung. 

Fear and Confusion found retreat. 

Reason and Order take their feat. 

The fa<a confirm'd beyond all doubt. 

They now would iind the caufes out. 

For this a facred rule we find 

Among the niceft of Mankind, 

Which never might exception brook 

From HoBBEs e'en down to BoLiNCBROltEy 

To doubt of fa<fls, however true, 

Unlefs they know the caufes too, 

Trifle, of whom 'twas hard to till 
When he intended ill or well. 
Who, to prevent all farther pother. 
Probably meant nor one nor t'other. 
Who to be filcnt always loth. 
Would fpcak on either fide, or both, 

Who^ 
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V/ho, led away by love of Fame, 

If any new Idea came. 

Whatever it piade for, always faid hf 

. Not with an eye to Truth, but Credit ^ 
For Orators profefl^ 'tis known. 
Talk not for ow fake, but their aiun j 
Who always fliew'd his talents beft 
When ferious things were tum'd to jcft,, 
And, under much impertinence, . 
Poffefs'd no common fliare of fenfc j 
Who could deceive the flying hours. 
With chat on Butterflies and Flow'rs ; 

• Could talk of Powder, Patches, Paint, 
With the fame zeal as of a Saint j 
Could prove a &ibil brighter far. 
Than Venus or the Morning Star j 
Whilft fomething flill fb gay, fo new. 
The finile of approbation drew. 
And Females ey'd tlie cliarming man, 
Whiift their hearts fluttered with their Fan ; 

^ Trifle, who would by no means mifs 
An opportunity like this. 
Proceeding on his ufual plan, 
Srnud, firok^d his clnHj and thus began. 



With 
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With Sheen^ or SciffcrSj Szvordy cr Kmfe^ 
When the Fates cut the thread of life, 
(For if we to the Grave are fent. 
No matter with what ifijirwnent) 
The Body in fome lonely fpot, 
On dung-hill vile, is laid to rot. 
Or fleeps among more holy dead. 
With Pray'rs irreverently read ; 
The Soul is fent, where Fate ordains. 
To reap rewards, to fuifer pains. 

The Virtuous to thofe manfichs go, 
Where PIcafures uncmbitter*d fk)W, 
Where, leading tep a jocund band. 
Vigour and Youth dance hand in hand, 
Whilft Zephyr, with harmonious gales. 
Pipes fofteft Mufic thro' the vales. 
And Spring and Flora, gaily croWn'd, 
With Felvet Carpets fpread the ground ; 
With livelier hlufl) where Rofes bioom. 
And ev'ry (hrub expires perfume^ 
Where chryjial dreams maandring glide^ 
Where warbling flows the amber tlde^ 

Where 
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Where- other Suns dart bright^ beams. 
And LiQHTtim[ purer igtberttresuoLS^ 

Far otiicr feats, far difF'rent/ftate 
The Sons of Wickednefs await* 
Justice (not that Wrf Hag I mean, 
Who*s nightly in the Garden feen. 
Who lets no fpark of Mercjt rife 
For Crimes, by which men loft their eyes ;. 
Nor Her who, with an equal hand» 
Weighs Tea and Sugar in the Strand ; 
Nor Her who, by the World deem'd wije^ 
Deaf to the Widow's piercing cries, 
Steel'd 'gainft the ftarving Orphan's tears. 
On Pawns her bafe Tribunal rears ; 
But Her who, after Death prefides. 
Whom facred Truth unerring guides^ 
Who, free from partial influence. 
Nor finks, nor raifes Evidence^ 
Before whom nothing's in the dark. 
Who takes no Bribe^ and keeps no CUrky 
Justice with equal fcale below. 
In due proportion weighs out woe. 



^nd 
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And always with flidi lucky aim * 
Knows punithments fo fit to franic» 
That (he augxtients their gri^ and pain. 
Leaving no reaibn to c6di{>latni 

Old Maids and RaRes ar< join'd tt>geihcr, 
Coqwttes and Prudis^ like jfprU vtcslthtr. 
ff^fs forc'd to Chum with Commm Stnfe^ 
And Luji is yok'd to Impotence. 
Professors {Jt/ftice fo decreed) 
Unpaid muft conftant Le^Ures read ; 
On Earth it o&en doth be&I, 
They're paidj and never riad at all. 
Parfins muft praftifc what they teach^ 
And B fs ire compeIl*d to preach. 

She, who on earth was liice and prim^ « 
Of dilicacy foil, and whinfi, 
Whofe tender nature dould not bear 
The rudenefs of the churlifli sir, .\ 

Is doom'd to mortify her pride. 
The change of weatheif to Hhtd^, 
And fells, whiJft tears with bquor mile. 
Burnt Brandy on the Shpte tf Styx. 

AVARQ, 
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So lively ^U* (o^SPVj fo t»i<kf 

In air Thcy/tt///r, /oat^ ^fifri/if 



The Bel|.j^ (w}i^ Qiprtgl doth not k]pv» 
Belles after death 94pu[e.fi 3.EAV ?} « 
With happy gracp i:ei]Levys her art. 
To trap the Coxcomb's ^aAd'ring h^rt* 
And after dcatji, as whilft tljey live, 
A heart is all which B^AUX 9^1 give. 

In fome ftiil, folcmn) &cred (hade^ 
Beheld a group of Authors laid. 
News-paper WiTS, and SoNN£T£EE9, 
Gentlemen Bards, and Riming Peers, 
BioGRAPHERb, whole wond*rous worth. 
Is fcarce remember'd now on eartli. 
Whom Fielding's humour led aftray. 
And plaintive FoPS, debaucb'd by GRAY9 
All fit together in a ring, 
And laugh and prattle, write and fing. 

On his own works, with laurtl crown'd. 
Neatly and elegantly boundj^ 



(F<x 
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(For this is one a£ many rules 
With writing Lords and launat Fook^ 
And which for ever mud fucceed 
With other Lords who cannot read^ 
Ho^i^er deftitute of wit. 
To make their works for Book-case fit) 
Acknowleg'd Mailer of thofe feats, 
Cjbber his Bzrth'Day Odes repeats. 

With Triumph new poflefs that feat. 
With Triumph mw thy Odes itpcat, 
Unrivaird Vigils proudly keep, 
Whilft ev'ry hearer's luli'd to fleep ; 
But know, IlluJhio$ts Bard, when FaUj 
Which (lill purfues thy name with hate. 
The Regal Lmsrel blafts, which now 
Blooms on the placid Whitehead's brow, 
Low mud defcend thy Pride and Fame, 
And Gibber's be the fecond Name. . 

Here Trifle cougVd (for Cnighing ftill 
Bears witnefs of the Speaier's (kill, 
A neceflary piece of art. 
Of Rhetoric an eflential part, 

P 2 And 
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And Adepts in the Speaking trade 

Keep a Cough by tliem rea^ madfy 

Which they fuccefsfully difpcnfe 

Wiien at a lofs far words oxfenfe) 

Here Trifle cough'd, here paus'd — but vflule 

He ftrove to rccoUeft his fmiU^ 

That happy engine of his art, 

Which triumph'd o'er the female heart. 

Credulity, the Child of Folly, 

Begot on Cio^er'd Melancholy, 

Who heard, with grief, the florid Fool 

Turn facrcd things to ridicule, 

And faw him, led by Whim away. 

Still farther from the fubjtft ftray, 

Juil in the happy nick, aloud. 

In (hape of M — E, addrgfs'd the Crowd. 

Were v^e with Patience here to fit. 
Dupes to th' impertinence of Wit, 
Till Trikle his harangue fhould end, 
A Greenland Night we might attend, 
AVhilft He, with fluency of fpeech, 
Would various mighty notl/ings teach. 



{Hw 
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(Here Trifle, ftcmly looking down. 
Gravely endeavoured at a Frown, 
But Nature unawares ftept in, 
And, mocking, tumM it to a Grin) 
And when, in Fakcy's Chariot hurrd. 
We had been cs^rried round the world, 
Involv'd in error ftill and doubt, 
He'd leave us where we firft fet out; 
Thus SMers (in whofe exercife 
Material ufe with Grandeur vies) 
Lift up their legs with mighty pain. 
Only to fet them down again. 

Believe ye not (yes, all I fte 
In found belief concur with me) 
That Providence, for worthy ends. 
To us unknown, this Spirit fends ! 
Tho' fpeechlcfs lay the trembling tongue. 
Your Faith was on your features hung. 
Your Faith I in your eyes coul4 fe^f 
When all were pale and (lar*d like nu. 
But fcruples to prevent, and root 
Out ev'ry (hadow of di^vite« 

P 3 POMPOSO, 
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PoMPoso, Plausible, and I, 
With Fanny, have agreed to try 
A deep concerted fcheme — This night. 
To fix, or to deflroy Her quite* 
If it be True^ before weVe done. 
We'll make it glaring as the Sun ; 
If it he/alfej admit no doubt. 
Ere Morning's dawn we'll find it out. 
Into the vaulted womb of Death, 
Where Fanny now, depriv'd of breathy 
Lies feft'rihg, whilft her troubled Sfrke 
Adds horror to the gloom, of night. 
Will ff^e defcend, and bring firom thence. 
Proofs of fpch force to Common Senfe, 
Vain TriJUrs fliall no. more deceive. 
And Atheists tremble and believe. 

He faid, and ceas'd ; the Chamber rm^ 
With due applaufe firom ev'ry tongue» 
The mingled found (now let me fee. 
Something by way of &imih) 
Was it more like:5/rj^«Mjf/<?» Cnwr#x> 
Or Winds ^ low murnCring^ nuhm itroinsy^ 



Or 
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Or drowfey hum of duJFring Btesj 
Or the hoarfi roar bf angry feas ? 
' Or (ftill tx) heighten arid- explain. 
For elfe our Simik is vain) - 

Shall we declare it, like iaUfoitrj 
A Scream J a Murmer^ Hum^ and Roar f 

Let Fancy now iniwfal ftatir 
Prefent this great TRfuMvniAf e, 
(A method which received we find 
In other cafes by matikTAd) 
Eleefedmth a joint confent. 
All Fools in Town to reprefint* ' 

The Clock (hikes T wdve— M— e ftarts and fvifcan* 
In Oaths we know, as; well as Pra/rs^ 
Religion lies, and ^Church Brother 
May ufe at will or one or Vothcr, 
Plausible from his Caflbck drew 
A holy Manual, feeming new ^ 
A Book it was of private Prafr^ 
But not a pin the worfe for wear. 
For, as we by the bye may fay. 
None hut fmall Saints in private pray^ 

P 4 Religion, 
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. Religion, fiuxsft Maid on aaih, 
As meek as good, vfao drew her birth 
From that bleft union, when in heavca - 
Pleasure was Bride to Virtue given; 
Rllicios^ ever pieas'd ta pray, 
Pofieis^d the {urecious gift one day ; 
HvpocRisy, of Cunning born. 
Crept in and dole it ere the mom. 
Wh — TE — D, idiat greateft of ail Saints, 
Who alwaj-s prays, and never £unts. 
Whom She to her own Brubers bore. 
Rapine and Lust^ on Severn's fliore^ 
Received it from tht fptinting Dame ; 
From Him to Plausible it came. 
Who, with unufual care oppxtft. 
Now trembling, pulFd it from his hreaft^ 
Doubts in his boding heart ariie^' 
And fancied Spe£bes bkft his eyes« 
Devotion fprings from abjed^^or, : 
And ftanips his Prayers for onct fincerCk 

pnMPoso (infolent and lou4t 
Vjin idol of zfcribbSng crowd. 
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Whofe very name inrpires an awe^ 
Whofe ev'ry wor4 is Scnfe and Law, 
For what his Greatneft hath decreed. 
Like Laws of Piksia and of Meoe, 
Sacred thro' aU the realm of /^f, 
Muft never of Repeal admit ; 
Who, curfing 4att*iy, is the tool 
Of cv'ry fnwning, flatt'ring fooJ ; 
Who wit with jealous eye iiirveyS} 
And fickens at anmher^s praife ; 
Who, proudly feiz'd of Learning's throne. 
Now damns all Learning but his own ; 
Who icoms thOife comnuxi wares to cade in^ 
Reas'ningy Crnvmcing^ and Ptrfuading^ 
But makes each Scaotence current pats 
WithPi//>/y, Coxcomby Scoundnly Afi\ 
For 'tis with him a certain mle. 
The Folly*s prov'd when he calls Fool ; . 
Who, to increafe his native Hrength, 
Draws words fix fyllables in length. 
With which, aflifted with a frown 
By way of Club, he knocks us down ; 
Who 'bore the Vulgar darts to rife, 
And Senfc of Dutncjf defies ( 

For 
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For this £nDe . 
Only tor Bgo^os i 
And, VkcilKatmitLMm^m§m 
BfDke thro* bjr Gr/»r met wbm tSeywi a) i 
PoMFoso, mAJIrwi^fa^ ttffSkd, . 
Supported, and ooafinn'd b^ PrUt^ 
His Comrades' iemxi to bcgide, 
Grhoed barrihfy m gh^ pilez 
Features fi> horrid, narc it ^nfjott^ 
WouU put the Devi )anSM tD ffigM* 

Such wene tbefSlvr in Nameand WoM^ 
Whom Z^A^ and JvncmMT ISng^ fofth^ 
To try the j^i^ od £e asokV ptan,^ 
Whethar it fras of €M or .^foi; 

Dark was the N^^ k ^Nf^th^Ildur 
When Terkor^K^^ iti fillleft\P6^iv 
When, as the L^tVI'd of old hai^ l^d,' 
The yawning Cl^Ve gives up hfef d^- 
When MuRD£R, Ra^htk 1^ Her fide^ 
Stalks o'er the ear^ vMhGiaik MiS^-^ 
Our Quixotes (ft)f that KnigM at oM 
Wa^ not in Truth byh^ kh^aUfy 
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Tho* Reason at the famd tta»(*kar^ 
Our Quixotes toc not Iialf fo* A;^^. 

An Expedhioit 'gainft :l Ohjf) 

Thro' thd ddl Acp farmmA^g ^tiidm^ 

In clofe array, tew^iA FAM^Wt'^^tcJifib 

Adventur'd forth — CAv^i0» bflfert, - ^. * 

With beedftitfttpi Ae bntk^nMi^i 

Pointing at Graves ; and in the Rear, 

Tremblings mdtifltingbkdif'WsAtFE^AlL^ 

The Church-yaid' UWcH^^^^^h^ tliKfttd'ed gfikM^ 

As in an Ague, ikoofc iibYMct^^i 

While in fome iA-Mty ^oOutt^ €(»AiM^ 

Or riding on the Mhw ffi^Hkf^' 

Horror, which turns diebear^tti fttxie^- . - 

In dreadful (bunds was heard to groan. 

All flaring, wild, asid our of fa*&tfe^ 

At length.tbesritach the pities of deatb. 

A Vavht it^f^^ tong tittie^ apply M 
To hold the M remunsrof PrMe^: 
No Beggar there, of hmiMbto j^e^ 
And humble iotfxami fifxk^a«^]it«>c^ 
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To reft in Pm^ as ^I as Eafi 

The only wa/s to pay the Fees. 

Fools, Rogubs, and Whores^ KRUh and Great^ 

Proud e*en in death, H£Re rot in State* 

No Thieves difix>be the well-^e/l Dead, 

No Plumbers fteal the /acred lead^ 

Quiet and fafe the Bodies lie. 

No SEXTONSy^/J^ no SUKGMOHS'ttty.' 

Thrice each the pond'rous key apply'd, 
And thrice to turn it vainly try'd. 
Till taught by Prudence to unite. 
And draining with colleded might. 
The ftubbom wards tefift no more. 
But open flies the growling door. 

Three paces back they fell amazM^ 
Like Statues flood, like Madmen gaz'd ^ 
The frighted blood forfakes the face. 
And feeks the heart with quicker pace ; 
The throbbing heart its fears declares. 
And upright ftand the briftled hairs ; 
The head in wild diifaradion fwims ; 
Cold fweats bedew the trembling limbs ; 

NATuai, 
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Nature, whilft F«ars her bofom chill, 
Sufpends her PowVs, and Life ft^ds ftilL 

Thus had they ftood till rrnv^ but Shamb 
(An ufeful, tho' neglefled Dame, 
By Heav'n deCgn'd the Friend of Man^ 
Tho' we degrade Her all we can. 
And ftrive, a5 our firft proof of Wit, 
Her Name and Nature to forget) 
Came to their aid in happy hour. 
And with a vrand of mighty powV 
Struck on their hearts ; vain Fears fubfide, * 
And baffled, leave the field to Pride. . 

Shall They, (forbid it Fanu) (hall They 
The didhites of vile Fear obey ? 
Shall They, the Idols of the Town, 
To Bugbears Fancy form d bow down ? 
Shall they, who greateft zeal expreil. 
And, undertook for all the re(l, 
Whofe jnatchlcls Courage all admire. 
Inglorious from the'taflc retire ? 
How would the Wicked Ones rejoice, 
KtA Infidels tKsXx. their voice. 

If 
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If M— E w4 P*Ay§iME vf^ttfy^^ . 

By Jhadms »w*4) to ^k liieir j^und ? 

How would Fools laugh, fliould it appear 

PoMf^oso .wa# the lUvc of Fear i 

^^ Peridi the thoMgbt t tbo' to our eyes 

«' In all its teiTOTi^ JH^ (hould rife> 

•* Tho' thoufand Ghofts, in dreid OTHy* 

** With glaring eye-balk, crofe our w^, 

«' Tho' Caution, trembling, (lands ^looC 

** Still we will QB, and dare the proof.** 

They laid j and without farther halt, 

Dauntl^is marched onward to the V j^utT* 

What mortal men, who e'er drew breath. 
Shall bfieak into d^ Houfe of Death, 
With foot unhalhw'd^ aiid ffom thence 
The Myft'ries of that ftatc difpcnfe, 
Unlefs they, with due rites, prepare 
Their weaker fenfe fuch fights to bear. 
And gain permiflioi) {x^m the Statc^ 
On Earth their journal to rdate ? 
Poets thcmfelvcs, without a crime. 
Cannot attempt it e'en in Rinn^ 
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But always, on fuch grand occafion, 
Prcp^e zfole?nn Invocation^ 
A Pojy for grim Pluto weave. 
And in fmooth numbers afk his leave. 
But why this Caution ? why prepare 
Rites, needlefs now ? for thrice in air 
The Spirit of the Night hzHtifnaz^dy 
And thrice hath clap'd his wings well-pleas'd. 

Descend then Truth, and guard thy fide, 
My Mufey my Patronefsy and Guide ! 
Let Others at Invention aim. 
And feek by falfities for fame ; 
Our Story wants not, at this time. 
Flounces and Furbelows in Rime : 
Relate plain faiis ; be brief and bold ; 
And let the Poets, fam'd of old^ 
Seek, whilft our artlefs tale we tell. 
In vain to find a Parallel : 
Silent All Three went In, about 
All Three turn'd Silent, and Came Out. 

END OF THE SECOND BOOK; 

AND 

THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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